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WOMEN ARE STRANGE, 



CHAPTER I. 

THE MAN IN THE PIT. 

Thbt were not doing well at the Royal Gwynne 
Theatre. Everybody said so, everybody knew 
it, with the exception of the newspapers, which 
were always congratulating the proprietors on 
their tremendous success. "They were doing 
infernally badly," Wigginton said, " but it was 
all through March's inattention to business, and 
his insuflferable conceit, the little cad/' " They 
were doing cussed bad," March said, whose 
language was inelegant in excited moments, 
^ and were likely to do worse if Wigginton did 
not keep his mouth shut a little more, and let 
other fellows who eould act have a chance, and 
not take all the fat to himself, the greedy 
hound." 
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4 WOMEN ARE BTRANQE. 

Yes, there was "a frost/' a sharp frost at 
this high-class West End establishment— every- 
thing had been tried, and everything had failed, 
although there had been no lack of money in 
the enterprise. It was not Wigginton's money, 
nor little March's, for the matter of that ; but 
the money was there, or rather had been there, 
before a lavish expenditure on the front of the 
house, and the reconstruction of the house had 
absorbed a considerable proportion of it, and 
left only a miserable balance for authors and 
actors. Certainly authors, unless they were 
Frenchmen whose doubtful morality could be 
toned down or adapted, were not worth a 
moment's consideration ; and as for actors — ^well, 
Wigginton and March could do all the acting 
between them that the British public could 
possibly require. One or two general utiliiy 
men, and Miss Galveston and Miss Prendergast, 
and there you were ! But there the British 
public was not^ for some unaccountable reason, 
which the lessees were not able to comprehend. 
The novelty of the new house having died 
away, the audiences gradually died away also ; 
people grew sick of upholstery, and even trans- 
lations from the French — ^ingenious as the 
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THE MAN IN THE PIT. 6 

changes were rung on addle-pated husbands, and 
sentimental and salacious wives — palled upon 
the senses* .There was nothing new under the 
dramatic sun — ^the house was a l)ack-street sort 
of a theatre, which was always a trouble to get 
at for the carriageless — and after a while, and 
as aforesaid, the " frost " set in at the Grwynne. 
It was a very sharp frost indeed a week 
or two before Christmas — times were bad in 
business as well as in things theatrical, and the 
weather was against the ordinary playgoer. 
The ordinary playgoer even would not make 
use of the order for admission ^to the Grwynne, 
unless it was a fine evening and there was 
nowhere else to go. And it was not a fine 
evening when a tall, middle-aged man, with a 
deeply bronzed countenance, walked up and 
down Lambkin Street, on the opposite side of 
the way to that on which the theatre was 
situated, and waited impatiently for the doors 
to open. He had arrived ten minutes before 
time, having been misled by the advertisements 
of crowded houses and " an extra row of stalls 
having been added to meet the demand for 
places," and the fear had been upon him all 
that day that he should only be able with 
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6 WOMEN ABE BTBANQE. 

considerable difficulty to push his way with the 
mob into the pit. The idea had not entered his 
head that the house would not be crowded, or 
that seats had not been booked a month in 
advance ; the gentleman being from the country, 
and a foreign country, had taken every word of 
Messrs. Wigginton and March's advertisement 
for gospel truth, imtil he had found himself 
walking disconsolately about the streets. 

There were seven individuals at the pit 
doors, four men, two women, and a little boy 
with his face tied up ; there were three young 
men at the gallery entrance ; there were a lady 
and gentleman meandering along a side turn- 
ing, as if with the intention of patronizing the 
establishment presently, but with an objection 
to making themselves conspicuous before the 
opening of the doors ; there were two slatternly 
females with oranges, persecuting the early 
arrivals, and offering their wares at the lowest 
possible percentage of profit, in the dreamy 
hope of a customer amongst the community; 
and there was a policeman wandering in the 
background like a restless spirit, doomed to 
have his eye eternally on somebody. 

When the theatre was open, the man from 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



TBE MAN IN TEE PIT. 7 

the country — foreign country — ^appeared to hold 
communion with himself as to th^ advisability 
of entering, as though some second thought had 
suddejjy suggested the policy of delay. He 
had expected a crowd, and had intended to be 
lost in ^ crowd, and he had not bargained for 
sitting in a row of empty stalls or pit benches^ 
and becoming for a while an object of attention. 
It was not likely that any one would recognize 
him at the Grwyime — there were only three 
persons who knew of his return to England, 
and they were far away in Derbyshire, and in 
London he had only a few acquaintances, who 
might remember him after five years' absence 
in India, and no friends. 

He was not a man of many friends any- 
where, for the- matter of that ; he had not the 
gift to make them, or cared not for the trouble, 
or was very hard to please. He was not certain 
what was the reason that had seemed to leave 
him that evening stranded high and dry in 
London, and so hard up for amusement that he 
had ventured to see the new comedy at the 
Owynne—- if it were really amusement which 
had brought him to Lambkin Street with that 
grim cast of countenance. 
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8 WOMEN ABE STRANGE. 

Crossing the road, and standing under the 
lamp-post to which one of the playbills was 
aflked, and reading very attentively every line 
of the programme, he did not look like a man 
who had been lured thither by any attraction 
which the Grwynne Theatre had to ofiFer him ; 
on the contrary, his brows knit more closely, 
and his lips, undecorated by a moustache, be- 
trayed an extra compression as he read on 
attentively. One might have even heard a 
strange half sigh, half groan escape him as he 
turned away, and went with tremendous strides 
from the locality, like a man who had changed 
his mind at the last moment. At eight o'clock, 
however, exactly half an hour after the doors 
had opened, he reappeared, hesitated for an 
instant, as if still uncertain which part of the 
house he would patronise, and then walked into 
the pit, which he found tenanted by some thirty 
or forty human beings, principally "dead- 
heads." The orchestra was playing a quadrille, 
the house was a blaze of light and colour ; all 
that was wanted was that charming sympathy 
between audience and managers, which, for some 
unfortunate reason or other, Messrs. Wigginton 
and March had been rmable to procure. 
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The stalls were nearly empty; but then a 
comedietta was to be played first; those who 
had booked seats evidently did not care for 
comediettas, and had left them to a few dingy 
mortals in red cloaks — "dead-heads" of the 
first class — who were sparsely scattered in the 
front seats, and seemed borne down by a terrible 
sense of the loneliness of their position. The 
man in the pit bought a programme, and 
deliberately chose one of the worst places in the 
house, immediately behind a post which con- 
tributed to the support of the dress circle above 
his head. Then, having taken oflF his great 
coat, which after five minutes he deliberately 
put on again, he set himself to the task of 
studying once more the business of the evening 
from the paper in his hand, and without the 
remotest idea of looking for it on the stage 
before him. 

Certainly the comedietta was not striking, 
but, having paid his money, the stranger might 
have paid also the players the courtesy of 
attending them, which he did not. During the 
whole of the performance he did not look 
towards them fairly — once, when a woman's 
voice was heiard for the first time on the stage. 
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10 WOMEN ABE BTBANQR 

he glanced up quickly for an instant, and then 
as quickly away again. The few persons who 
now strayed into the stalls he was more 
attracted by, once or twice rising in his seat, 
and regarding the new comers critically, until 
assured that they were people in whom he could 
have no possible degree of inter^t. 

He was seeking some one, and had come to 
gratify his curiosity rather than to be enter- 
tained ; the man who sold the programmes, and 
oflfered him an opera glass on hire for one 
shilling and sixpence, with a half-sovereign as 
a deposit, was certain about it ; the young lady 
who had strolled, in the total absence of custom, 
from the refreshment bar to the back seat of the 
pit, was quite sure of it also, and, in the secret 
recesses of her mind, thought that he inight 
have looked at her if he did not care for the 
performance, or approached her presently and 
insidiously, under the perfectly legitimate plea 
of " six of cold Scotch." 

But he sat there " like an image," and the 
little world of the Gwynne, and all its wordly 
atoms were far away from his thoughts, imtil 
the band was playing the overture befcwre the 
comedy, wherein Wigginton had " all the fet," 
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TEE MAN IN TEE FIT. 11 

and March, according to March's opinion in 
particular, did all the acting. 

When the band ceased, this stony, or rather 
bronze, individual woke up to a sudden interest 
in the play that was to come ; he settled himself 
in his seat ; he looked round surprised at a few 
more stragglers who had taken their places 
near him; he moved a few inches away from 
the post for that better view of the stage which 
a change in his position would afford him. 

After this there was a long pause^ and the 
classical drop-curtain did not ascend. They 
were not quite ready behind the scenes ; quick 
ears in the front of the house might have 
detected even a murmuring on the stage, and the 
band, after a moment's consideration, broke into 
a waltz tune to make amends for the delay. 
The man in the pit had relapsed into thought 
again, when the music suddenly stopped, and 
little Bobby March — as his friends familiarly 
designated him— dressed for his parir--and, by 
Jove! the part of the evening after all,- and 
thanks to no one but himself, sir — ^tripped from 
the left side of the stage, and came jauntily 
towards the footlights. 

The house was husked to silence immediately 
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at his unlooked-for appearance ; sometliing had 
happened, and a disappointment of a crushing 
character was to ensue, the telegram in the 
hand of the manager being a significant omen 
to the meanest capacity. " Ladies and gentle- 
men/' began Mr. March, " I regret very much 
to inform you that I have just received a 
telegram from Miss Galveston, stating that a 
sudden illness will utterly preclude her from 
having the honour of appearing before you this 
evening. Under the circumstances I have to 
kindly ask your indulgence for Miss Edmistoun,. 
who upon so short a notice will " 

Mr, March stopped. There was an unseemly 
interruption in the pit. A tall, sunburnt in- 
dividual was struggling to pass some people 
in the same row, whose hats and coats he had 
scattered, and who were remonstrating with 
him, and asking him to wait a moment, a 
request to which he did not deign to give the 
slightest attention. 

"Who upon so short a notice will "^ 

repeated Mr. March, looking towards the pit^ 
and put out a little by the disturbance. 

"Order! will you?" shouted a man who- 
could not hear a word, and whose hat was. 
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beneath the heel of the gentleman anxious to 
get out. 

" Sit down "— " Wait a minute "— " Who are 
youa-shoving of?" roared several voices now; 
but the object of these appeals continued his 
way, unmoved by protestation, and marched 
from the pit into the passage beyond, and from 
the passage into the cold street, with the same 
stem, immobile expression of countenance. 

There was a red-nosed attendant of the 
theatre underneath the portico, who was trotting 
to and fro, stamping his feet and knocking two 
hands together, clad in blue worsted mittens. 
The carriages and cabs had set down all the 
visitors, and time was all before him till eleven 
o'clock at night. 

He who had hurried so unceremoniously 
from the pit of the Grwynne seized this non- 
descript by the arm, arrested his progress, and 
turned him with his face towards him. 

" Where is the stage door of this place ? " he 
asked, peremptorily. 

" The what — stage door, did you say ? " 

" Yes, as quickly as you can. Here is half- 
a-crown to show me the way." 

" Oh, all right," said the man ; " but it's no 
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14 WOMEN ABE STRANGE. 

use going there to-night, unless you have any 
speshal business." 

" I have special business," was the reply. 

" Come along, then." 

The man took the half-crown, touched his. 
hat, and led the way down a side street to the 
stage door of the Grwynne, with the tall stranger 
following very closely at his heels. 
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CHAPTER IL 

LITTLE MARCH. 

" Wants to see me, you say, on particular 
business," said Kttle March to the attendant, in 
the recesses of his dressing-room. " What the 
deuce does he want to see me for ? Doesn't he 
know I play in this piece ? Doesn't he know I 
can't see anybody, never will see anybody at 
this time of night ? Doesn't he " 

Enter another messenger. 

" Lord Southside." 

" Oh ! tell his lordship I shall be disengaged 
in a few moments, and if he will step up I shall 
be very much obliged to him. And now, 
Edwards," turning to the first attendant again^ 
"who the devil is this man worrying at the 
stage door ? Does he look like a gentleman, or 
a fellow after his play, or what ? " 

" He looks like a gentleman, sir." 
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16 WOMEN ABE STRANGE. 

"Well, ask him to state his husiness," he 
said, looking at the card again ; " people of my 
position can't be harassed like this, you know. 
And get him to write to me to-morrow, if you 
can, and if there is anything to write about. 
And, Edwards," he added, as Edwards was 
moving to the door, " if it is any damned non- 
sense about somebody's manuscript, or an en- 
gagement, or an order, kick him into the street, 
if you're big enough." 

" I'm afraid I ain't big enough," murmured 
Edwards, as he left the manager's room. 

At the stage door, confronting the porter, 
who with folded arms and spectacles on nose 
kept a wary eye on him, Edwards found the 
gentleman who had requested permission to see 
one of the proprietors of the Gwynne. 

" Mr. March cannot see any one to-night — 
he has an important part to play in the piece — 
and you had better write to him, if you have 
anything to write about," said Edwards, copying 
the tone of his employer, and detailing pretty 
fairly the heads of the argument. 

Two very clear and steely grey eyes focussed 
the impertinent messenger, and made him feel 
uncomfortable. The man did not admire the 
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LITTLE MARCH. 17 

iook of the gentleman at all — it was embar- 
rassing and gimlet-like. 

" Did you give Mr. March my card ? '* 

" Yes, sir," he answered more civilly. 

" Did Mr. March say no more than that ? ** 

" Oh, ah ! — ^yes. He said you could state 
your business if you wouldn't write to him, 
but he couldn't be worried, of course. The 
governor," he said in a loud aside to the door- 
keeper, " is in a deuce of a wax to-night, and 
no mistake." 

" Well he may be," growled the door-keeper, 
^* with Galveston up to her larks, and no more 
than a ten-pound note in the show." 

The tall man drew another card from his 
case, and wrote a few lines in pencil on the 
back. 

** Take that to Mr. March, please — or to Mr. 
Wigginton," he said. 

The messenger received the card and de- 
parted once more. Going up the spiral staircase 
towards the lessee's room, he leaned against the 
whitewashed wall and read for himself the few 
pencilled lines on the back of the card, by the 
light of the fish-tail burner under which he had 
stopped. He had had all the work, and was 

YOL. I. c 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



18 WOMEN ABE 8TBAN0E. 

entitled to the first perusal, which surprised 
and interested him. 

" Well, I'm West if this isn't a queer start,"^ 
he said. 

He continued his way, knocked at the door 
of Mr. March's room, and entered at Mr. 
March's summons. The manager was not alone 
now; he was smoking a cigarette, and in an 
easy chair facing him was a fair-haired man in 
evening dress, smoking also, and also at his 
ease. 

" If you please, sir, he won't go," said the 
messenger. 

" By gad, he'll be made to go, if he gives 
me any more of his confounded impudence," 
cried March, snatching up the card, which the 
man had placed before him and then had gone 
back a step or two, watching attentively for 
the effect which the lines in pencil were likely 
to produce. 

And the effect, as Edwards stated afterwards 
in confidence to Doggett at the stage door, was 
*♦ habsolutely tremenjious." 

Mr. March drew a long breath, after he had 
read the lines on the back of the card, and then 
burst forth with — 
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"Here, by gad, Southside, look at this! 
What the deuce is to be done now ? " 

Lord Southside, the gentleman from whom 
much of the money had come for the expenses 
of the Gwynne renovation, received the card, 
examined it through a glass stuck in his left 
eye, and said — 

" By Jove ! It is all true, I suppose ? " 

" Well — ^yes — I suppose so, I don't know," 
said Mr. March, a little helplessly, "I am so 
confused, and so deucedly helpless that I can't 
think of anything, I shall forget my part 
next, and there'll be an awful row in the house. 
This piece all depends upon me, you know." 

" Ye— es. Fm sorry it does," said Lord South- 
side coolly ; " perhaps if it didn't, there might 
be better houses. We can't go on like this 
much longer ; " and his lordship frowned very 
forebodingly for poor March. 

" Ahem — ^well, my lord — ^but," with a sudden 
dash towards the old subject, "what is to be 
done with this party ? " 

" Couldn't you get Wigginton to see him ? " 
" Oh ! Wigginton is such an ass," cried 

March; "he's no use. He has no tact — ^he's 

Here, you sir, tell Colonel Darrell that I shall 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



20 WOMEN ARE STRANGE. 

be pleased to see him at the end of the first 
act, in about three quarters of an hour, and 
that — that I have to go on the stage almost 
directly now." 

" Yery well, sir." 

The messenger departed once more, and the 
manager and the peer looked at each other. 

" Somebody ought to put her on her guard," 
said Mr. March. 

*^F11 go, if you like," said Lord Southside 
languidly ; " I did not want to get there quite 
so soon to-night, but if it's necessary I don't 
mind." 

" It is necessary, and I am much obliged to 
you, Southside." 

" Don't mention it. To rescue the female in 
distress is the duty of every one with British 
blood in his veins, and he would be undeserving 
of the name of man who, etc., etc., etc.," cried 
his lordship, with histrionic lightness. 

Mr. . March laughed aflFectedly and said, 
"Capital, capital," and clapped his hands to- 
gether. But after Lord Southside had departed 
his was not a pleasant expression, and there 
was some difficulty in getting up his customary 
stage smile before appearing on the stage. He 
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acted very badly in the first act; he was not 
aware of it himself, and he attributed the cold- 
ness of the audience to the inclemency of the 
weather, rather than to any lack of inspiration 
on his own part. Wigginton told Cuthbert — 
Cuthbert, the jeune premier^ who had seceded 
from the Frivolity, and who heartily wished 
he had not — ^that he had never known March 
make a worse fool of himself, which was saying 
a good deal, and Cuthbert agreed with him, 
and inquired if anything was the matter. 

*' I don't know. I haven't asked him," said 
Wigginton, indifferently ; " in fact, we are not 
on speaking terms to-night." 

" What ! another dispute ? " cried Cuthbert. 

" Oh ! who can get on with him," answered 
Wigginton : " upon my soul. Jack, between 
you and me," he added, with great impressive- 
ness, "I should not be surprised one of these 
fine nights, if I didn't slay him at my feet." 

** He gets worse and worse, certainly," said 
Cuthbert* 

**Yes, and he plays worse and worse, too, 
only the idiots in front won't see it," muttered 
the co-lessee. "I'd give a fiver to hear him 
hissed one night." 
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22 WOMEN ABE STRANGE. 

" It would be a rare lark," said Cuthbert. 
. Meanwhile Mr. March, having finished his 
first act, had returned to his room to await the 
advent of Colonel Darrell, who, within two 
minutes of the descent of the curtain, was for- 
mally announced to him. Colonel Darrell had 
paid again for admission to the pit to make 
sure of the exact time for his appointment, and 
Mr. March was certainly not kept waiting. 

« Colonel Darrell.'' 

The man of bronze entered with a sharp, 
firm tread, and looked at the manager, who 
slightly leaned forwards in his chair. Mr, 
March was the lessee of an important theatre, 
and not disposed to show any degree of courtesy 
to strangers who requested the honour of an 
interview; he was indeed not fond of inter- 
views, or pretended he was not, and there was 
as much difficulty to see him in private life as 
to see a Secretary of State. It was an awful 
fag to receive people, March considered; if 
people wanted to see him they could pay their 
money at the Gwynne doors, and see him at 
his best. He did not hold with men of eminence 
making themselves too cheap. 

Besides, in this instance, he desired to 
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impress Colonel Darrell witH a sense of his 
importance in a sphere of which the oflficer 
knew little, and cared less ; it was imperative 
that Colonel Darrell should feel he was address- 
ing a star of the first magnitude, if possible. 
Unfortunately, it was not possible ; " stars " of 
late had been for this Queen's soldier only the 
lights of heaven glistening in a dark sky above 
his camp fires. Stage stars were simply tinsel 
shams to him now. 

" You are Mr. March, I presume ? " said the 
Colonel. 

"Yes, I am Mr. March," was the reply; 
" and I may say that had it not been for the 
communication on the back of your card " 

"I should have had a diflficulty in seeing 
you," the Colonel added promptly. "Very 
likely. It cannot be a pleasant duty to receive 
any gentleman in that ridiculous costume, and 
I am obliged to you for sacrificing your self- 
respect to my anxiety. And now, sir," taking 
the chair which Lord Southside had vacated 
some three-quarters of an hour since, " the 
fiooner we get over this business the better. 
What is the cause of Miss Galveston's sudden 
illness, and where am I to find Miss Galveston ? 
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I call her by this name because she appears ta 
be ashamed of her own, poor girl." 

" It is not that, but on the stage '* 

** Ah, yes, I see. False names suit a false 
world," said the Colonel, interrupting him 
again. " Well, what has happened to her ? " 

" Miss Galveston, or the lady we call Miss 
Galveston, is really your daughter, then. Colonel 
Darrell?" 

"Yes." 

" To my recollection she has never men- 
tioned the name of Darrell, she " 

" Very likely, very likely." 

" And if you would allow me to finish my 
sentences, sir, I should be extremely obliged to 
you." 

" One for my military friend," thought Mr. 
March. "*Eidiculous costume,' indeed! ^ false 
world ' — the upstart noodle ! " 

" I beg your pardon," said the Colonel. ** I 
am somewhat hasty, and you have an unpleasant 
drawl. I remarked it during the performance, 
where it must irritate the audience, I should 
think. But go on, sir. It surely strikes you 
by this time that I have a right to every infor- 
mation which it is in your power to impart." 
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" Yes, but I have only your word that you 
are Miss Galveston's parent ; she " 

"Can I do her any harm if I am not?" 
cried the Colonel sharply. " And do you think 
that an officer of Her Majesty's army comes 
into this den with a lie in his mouth ? " 

." Oh ! there you go again," said March 
meekly. " If you had not interrupted me 
again, I was about to tell you that your accom- 
plished daughter — and I must confess, and you 
will be glad to hear it from me, that she is 
a lady who doubtless will take the very highest 
rank in the profession which she has adopted 
— ^has mentioned to me that her father was 
serving his country in India, and that is why I 
granted this interview at a time when I am 
not in the habit of receiving anybody. Your 
daughter " 

"Has disgraced her family by her stage- 
struck nonsense, about which I don't want to 
hear another word," he said. " Tell me what is 
the matter with my daughter, and where she is." 

"Your daughter is quite well. Colonel 
Darrell. It will relieve your anxiety," said 
Mr. March, dryly, " to be assured that she was 
never better in her life." 
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CHAPTER III. 

STAGE-PROPERTY, 

The Colonel stared at the actor, who, more at 
his ease, regarded the surprise of his visitor 
with suppressed satisfaction. The actor did not 
quite understand why the features of the gentle- 
man before him seemed to take a deeper hue of 
bronze, or why there settled upon them, as it 
were, a sterner gravity. That was not his 
business ; and if his military friend felt he was 
" sold," why so much the better. The whole 
thing would make a good story at the Kidney 
presently. The club should ring with laughter, 
in good time, 

" Miss Darrell is quite well ? " repeated the 
Colonel. 

**0h! quite well, thank you," said Mr. 
March, airily. 

" Then you simply told a lie this evening ? " 
the Colonel remarked. 
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" I simply made the necessary and general 
excuse for the non-appearance of a favourite 
performer," said Mr. March, feeling somewhat 
uncomfortable again, " There was an audience 
to appease, and " 

" You were not particular as to the way you 
appeased it,'* added the Colonel, interrupting 
the manager again in his old objectionable 
manner. " And that telegram also, which you 
had in your hand ? " 

"A mere stage-property, sir," replied Mr, 
March. 

He had made up his mind to be particularly 
cool — not to say aggravating — now. Hang it, 
he was not going in his own theatre to be 
looked down upon, and " cheeked " by a 
beggarly Indian officer, who happened to be 
Miss Galveston's father. Good gracious, no! 
Why ! real lords were proud to come to him 
any night of the week, and enjoy the honour 
of his company, while this ignorant upstart did 
not seem to know who the great March was, 
or in what high estimation he stood in the 
theatrical world, not to mention the eyes of the 
general public. Very likely the fellow had 
never read what Sentiment Toddlekins had 
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written about him in tte Praise-all — the man 
was stupid enough for anything. 

" Yes, I begin to understand," said Colonel 
Darrell more thoughtfully. "The telegram 
was a lie, too ; it was a general all-round de- 
ception. I hope you are not in the habit of 
lying as much off the stage as on, or I shall 
not know what to believe." 

" You may believe what you please. Colonel 
Darrell," replied March, getting really angry. 

" Thank you ; I will," he said, rising. 
" And now, Mr. March, if you will favour me 
with my daughter's address, I need not trouble 
you any further." 

"Thank you,^^ replied Mr. March, rising^ 
also, " for my time is valuable." 

" It has a price, I suppose ; but an actor 
cannot possibly know the real value of time," 
the Colonel remarked. 

"Oh, indeed!" 

" His life is spent In wasting time." 

" Well, I have not been particularly frugal 
to-night, I must confess," said Mr. March 
satirically; "but there, you will find your 
daughter at that address, sir, and now good 
evening to you." 
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He had written something underneath the 
card which Colonel Darrell had sent in to him 
that evening, and he tossed it, as he considered, 
with haughty scorn towards the officer. 

The Colonel took it up, read it, and put the 
card in his waistcoat pocket. n 

" I'm obliged to you," he said. 

He moved towards the door, paused, and 
looked back as a last thought occurred to him. 

"And the real reason of my daughter's 
absence from your theatre this evening?" he 
inquired. " You will allow me to ask that ? " 

There was an anxious, even a pained ex- 
pression upon his face .now, but it did not 
awaken any sympathy in Mr. March. The 
actor was not naturally sympathetic, and Colonel 
Darrell had not put himself out of the way to 
be agreeable, much less respectful. He had 
said one or two particularly nasty things to 
him, and when a man wants a favour of another 
man, if it's only the favour of an address, it 
should be solicited in a courteous and con- 
ciliatory style. But this orange-skinned, dried- 
up old fogey had talked as if he was every- 
body, and he (the lessee of the Gwynne) a mere 
nonentity, and in his opinion, by gad, it was 
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exactly the reverse of the position. Everybody 
in London had heard of March ; he was in the 
newspapers every day, amongst the advertise- 
ments. Who the deuce had ever heard of 
Colonel Darrell ? He did not know that there 
was such a being in existence until he came 
there with his confounded swagger. If it had 
not been for Miss Galveston that military old 
prig would have caught it "hot," and no 
mistake. He would have remembered coming 
to the Grwynne for many a long day. 

"The real reason," quoted Mr. March, "I 
don't know — exactly," he added, as he met the 
Colonel's gaze. 

"You do not care to tell me, you mean?" 
said the officer. 

"I would prefer Miss Galveston's telling 
you herself," answered March. 

" Perhaps it is as well. If," he said thought- 
fully, " Miss Darrell has not altered very much 
for the worse, I shall be able to believe Aer." 

He went away from the manager's room, 
and found his way down the spiral staircase 
into the door-keeper's office, and thence into the 
night air. 

"Tavistock Street, Covent Garden," was 
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the address he gave to the cabman as soon as 
he had hailed the first hansom in his way ; 
" and the quicker you go the more I shall give 
you." 

"All right, sir." 

It was astonishing with what rapidity that 
cabman drove his fare to Tavistock Street, and 
how numerous were the lives he jeopardised 
en route. 
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CHAPTER IT. 

MRS. MACALISTER AT HOME. 

Colonel Darrell, leaning back in his cab with 
his arms folded and a frown on his face, was 
■somewhat startled by the driver's voice shouting 
suddenly at him through the trap — 

" Is it where the party is, sir ? " 

" Ah ! very likely," said the Colonel ; " stop 
there, at any rate." 

The cab stopped as directed, and Colonel 
Darrell found himself facing a private house, 
the upstairs windows of which were ablaze 
with light. Some one had just concluded a 
song, or a speech, as he arrived, and Tavistock 
Street was ringing with applause. The guests 
were demonstrative, and their enthusiasm had 
carried them away. 

The Colonel glanced at the gilt numerals on 
the door. 
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" Yes, it is the place/' he muttered, with a 
half-groan. 

He paid his driver liberally, for a hearty 
" Thank you, your honour," followed the douceur, 
and then the cab rattled away towards the 
Market, and he was left alone in the street. 
Was he nervous after all? — so close upon the 
meeting with his daughter, as he was. Did 
he shrink from facing her at last ? It seemed 
like it. He walked up and down the pave- 
ment, and rehearsed a speech to himself; he 
looked up at the illuminated blinds ; he shud- 
dered as peal after peal of laughter rang upon 
his ears. Two men in evening dress and 
smoking cigars stepped out of a second hansom, 
and had a little altercation with the driver as 
to the amount of his fare, which, having paid 
under protest, they approached the house and 
delivered a noisy summons at the door. Colonel 
Darrell mustered up his courage, and passed 
into the hall with them when the door was 
opened for their admittance* 

There was a servant waiting to take the 
hats and coats, and carry them into a back 
room, and as the two visitors walked upstairs, 
Colonel Darrell followed them slowly. He felt 

VOL. I. D 
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like one who had hardly made up his mind 
what to do, or, having made it up, had not the 
courage to go on at the eleventh hour. He 
had led his soldiers through an Afghan moun- 
tain pass, and with death around him every 
step of the way, but he had never felt his heart 
sink like this before. It had been steadfast in 
danger until then ; but this was a danger 
which he could not face complacently, and it 
threatened another's life, not his — or another's 
peace of mind, without which life was worth a 
very little. A second servant who was stationed 
on the landing-place upstairs asked his name, 
but not his business, taking it for granted that 
the Colonel was an invited guest. The 
intruder responded, and the servant opened the 
door, and called forth — 

" Colonel Darrell." 

The oflScer entered the front room, a quietly 
furnished and spacious apartment, on the walls 
of which were various prints of past and present 
theatrical celebrities, the past predominating. 
The room was full of ladies and gentlemen, 
half of whose faces a man about town would 
have recognized from photographs, or from his 
own stage memories ; the gentlemen were clean- 
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shaven and whiskerless, with three or four 
exceptions ; the ladies, in a few instances, were 
rouged, as if the high colours patent to the 
stage were hard to part with in the social 
circle. There was a goodly assemblage of these 
wandering Thespians at the house in Tavistock 
Street. Half the theatres were closed now, and 
the profession was waiting for the glories of 
full houses after Christmas* It was a slack 
time, when actors who were not in great de- 
mand could meet together and talk shop, and 
run down those of whom the critics raved too 
madly. Several of the gentlemen were smoking, 
and there was an atmosphere of tobacco smoke 
that the Colonel found it unpleasant to en- 
counter, and which brought the water to his 
eyes, unless there was another reason for that. 
For, like Brabantio, he had murmured " Oh, 
unhappy girl ! " on entering. 

The name attracted general attention, for it 
was new to the company, and there was an 
aristocratic ring in it. One gentleman, heavily 
bearded and scrupulously dressed, but rather 
overdone with diamond shirt-studs, started 
visibly, and looked with amazement at the new 
comer; the actors turned their heads towards 
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him; the actresses asked in ^vhispers who he 
was, and peeped at him above and round their 
fans ; the lady hostess was the most astonished 
of them all, although she proved to be not the 
celebrated Miss Galveston of the Gwynne. It 
was an elderly, grey-haired lady, walking very 
feebly, who advanced towards Colonel Darrell, 
and regarded him with kindly grey eyes, which 
in colour seemed to match the quiet grey silk 
dress she wore. And it was surely a lady ** to 
the manner born," who bowed gracefully, and 
said in tte silvery tones of a young girl, " I 
am afraid there is some mistake. Colonel Darrell. 
I have not the honour " 

Then she paused and bowed again, this time 
very slightly, evidently waiting for an explana- 
tion of the gentleman's appearance. 

" This is Miss Galveston's house ? " said the 
Colonel. 

"On the contrary, it is mine; or, rather 
these apartments are mine." 

" And you ? " said the Colonel, fairly be- 
wildered now, *' if — if you will excuse my 
making the inquiry " 

** Am Mrs. MacAlister ; at your service.^' 

"I beg your pardon," the Colonel continued, 
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" but I feel I have been made the victim of a 
hoax, and by a gentleman," he added more 
warmly, "whose nose I shall assuredly pull 
the next time I am within hand's reach of it. 
I was told this was Miss Galveston's address, 
or, at least, that I should find the lady here*" 

"And your informant — do I know Aimf " 
inquired Mrs. MacAlister. 

" A Mr. March, of the Grwynne Theatre." 
" Indeed ! and he told you to come to me ? " 
"He implied that I should find the lady 
here, whom you call Miss Galveston ; I thought 
this was her house," the Colonel remarked. 

" It is very strange," said Mrs. MacAlister, 
regarding the Colonel with grave suspicion. 
" I cannot see that Mr. March, however great 
a man he may be in his own estimation," she 
added, with an acerbity not displeasing to the 
Colonel, "has any right to send to my house 
a gentleman who appears to be desirous of an 
introduction to Miss Galveston; and I cannot 

imderstand how any gentleman " 

"I am the young lady's father,'* said the 
Colonel, as she paused for an instant to take 
breath. "I trust that is a sufficient explana- 
tion." 
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Mrs. MacAlister looked steadily into the 
face of the Colonel, and read the truth there 
very clearly. She had looked into too many 
false faces in her time, not to know the true by 
force of contrast, by the very earnestness and 
gravity imprinted upon his. 

" Her father ! Oh ! that makes all the 
difference," she said, frankly extending her 
hand to him. "You are very welcome to my 
poor apartments. Colonel." 

The Colonel took her hand, and bowed over 
it in a stately and old-fashioned way, at which 
more than one observer smiled. 

" Yes, but my daughter ? " he stammered. 

" Still harping on thy daughter," remarked 
Mrs. MacAlister with a laugh. " Well, Colonel, 
you have been correctly informed. Miss Galves- 
ton will favour us with her company presently." 

" She should have been here by this time," 
said the Colonel. 

" Impossible," was the reply ; " she plays 
to-night at the Gwynne." 

"An excuse was made for her at the 
theatre." 

" Indeed ! " said Mrs. MacAlister, elevating 
her white eyebrows in evident surprise. " Then 
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I wonder she has not arrived before this. An 
excuse made ? " she repeated. " What excuse ? " 

" Serious indisposition." 

" Oh ! I am very sorry." 

" It was merely an excuse for the young 
lady to neglect her duties — such as they were," 
muttered the Colonel. 

" Then why " Mrs. MacAlister paused, 

thought for an instant, and then said, cheerily 
and irrelevantly, " j^Lud so Miss Galveston's 
name is Darrell ? She never told me that." 

" Ashamed of it, perhaps." 

" Nay, hardly," said the old lady. 

" Or fearful of disgracing it." 

" Hardly, Colonel," she replied again. 
" There is no disgrace in seeking fame on the 
stage. I take it that my profession is in its 
way as noble as your own, if nobly followed, 
and for love of art. I have always asserted 
this in public and in private ; I believe it now 
in my old age, and with the footlights burning 
very low for me." 

There was no small amount of dramatic 
action in the lady's speech and gesture, but 
she spoke from the heart, and with her grey * 
eyes flashing with the fire which extra anima- 
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tion had put into them. The Colonel answered 
courteously — 

" I am rude. Forgive me. This is no place 
for argument." 

" And the worst place to attack the stage, 
before its disciples and devotees. They who 
know me, Colonel Darrell," she said, with a 
comprehensive gesture which included all the 
company assembled, "might have told you as 
a warning that he is a bold man who runs 
down the stage to my face, and issues his trite 
maxims as to the folly and wickedness of our 
pursuits. For we have our virtues as well as 
our vices, and we are no worse — perhaps a 
little better— than those who, knowing nothing 
of us, choose to rail against us. And here," 
she added lightly, " having delivered my lecture, 
Colonel Darrell, and stood up for my cloth, I 
accept your apology, and will take the liberty 
of introducing you to my friends. Ladies and 
gentlemen. Colonel Darrell — the father of Miss 
Galveston." 

" I did not wish you to mention that," he 
answered very quickly. 

" You must not be ashamed of claiming the 
paternity," she said, "Your daughter is a 
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genius, and a great genius — a woman in a 
hundred thousand who has chosen well her 
calling — and you may believe in the word of 
an old stager like me, that it is the solemn 
truth I tell you. Sophie MacAlister has a bad 
habit, they say, of not seeing merit in the 
new-comers, and perhaps she does not see it 
very frequently, and speaks of it not at all to 
their faces. Which reminds me," she said, 
sitting down on a couch near the door, and 
making room for Colonel Darrell by her side, 
"that I have not attempted to turn your 
daughter's handsome head by any expression 
of my favourable opinion. I leave that to 
others ; there are plenty of them. I have 
advised her to work hard, and not to be led 
away by the glamour of a first, or a twenty- 
first success. I have told her she has many 
faults, but" — sinking her voice to a whisper, 
and laying her hand impressively on the arm 
of her companion — " it is in her own power to 
be the greatest actress in England. She has 
pathos, true feeling, humour, passion, fire — but 
she is vain enough, and there is no occasion 
to give her my verdict. She will think too 
much of it." 
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Colonel Darrell groaned in spirit, but he 
bowed politely. He was on his guard at last, 
and would at least not wound unnecessarily the 
feelings of the tinsel tribe about him. He had 
not hated the stage all his life himself; there 
was a strange, grim story concerning it deep 
down in his heart, and nobody now, he thought, 
remembered it. But he despised the theatre at 
this time, had an ascetic's notions concerning it, 
and was, in many views he took of it, absolutely 
unjust. One of the few names he remembered 
vividly, was that of this very Mrs. MacAlister 
by whose side he was sitting — a name always 
respected, and against which no word of scandal 
in a scandal-loving world had been ever 
whispered. A bright name, a great actress in 
her day, the heroine of a blameless life, she 
had been almost a goddess once in the estima- 
tion of his foolish, wasted youth, and one who 
he was afraid might by-and-by even recollect 
him. And now, what was she ? She was one 
of the lights of the profession, a Mother of the 
Art, and yet only a garrulous, proud old 
woman, of Quixotic notions, with a high 
opinion of the stage, and a higher of herself. 
The same vanity everywhere amongst these 
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butterfly folk, he thought, with increasing 
bitterness, as if vanity were not a plant of 
general growth, as if the Psalmist had not 
already thundered forth that the world was 
altogether of it, as if he were a humble, un- 
complaining, meek individual himself, as if he 
had been anything, in all his five and forty 
years, save Leonard Darrell ! 

He was not happy — indeed he was particu- 
larly miserable in his new position. He was 
in suspense — ^he was wondering what would 
be the result of this meeting with his child, 
what he should say to her, and what she would 
answer back to him ? Heaven knows he loved 
her very much — he had come back from India 
to change and brighten her life, to take her 
from a dull, prosaic, hard existence, against 
which she had protested to him in many a 
letter sent from England, and there was the 
unpleasant feeling upon him that he had come 
too late. There was only her old affection for 
him to stand his friend ; but she was a girl of 
fifteen when he had seen her last, when she had 
begged him to take her back to India with him, 
to put her anywhere save with those who did 
not understand her, and who crushed her by 
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their austerity and want of sympatliy. What 
had the last five years done for his daughter's 
love, he wondered — for his daughter's life ? . 

She would be greatly and terribly changed, 
and he was no wizard with a magic wand to 
bring her back to her true self. In his heart 
he knew he was powerless, and that her will 
was very strong ; and he did not see his way 
clearly to a wise and fair solution of the enigma 
which he had set himself to solve. 

He had been warned, when warning was no 
use, and love had drifted by him too swiftly for 
his hand to seize and save it. 

He fell into so deep a train of thought, and 
answered so incoherently the questions which 
the hostess put to him, that she rose at last, 
and stole away without his noticing her absence. 

" I am afraid we are going to have a scene," 
she said in a stage whisper to the guest with 
the diamond studs ; " I don't quite like his 
coming here." 

" Did you say he was the father of Miss 
Galveston ? " 

" Yes ; is it not strange ? " 

"Not very," he answered dryly, "You 
should not be surprised," 
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"Why not?" 

"It's only like a play. The heavy father 
always turns np at the wrong moment, or 
the right moment, in the legitimate drama. 
Besides " 

The opening of the door cut short the 
gentleman's discourse ; those immediately facing 
it began to murmur, some of them to bow and 
smile — and the grim Colonel rose, trembling a 
little, from his couch, not quite certain yet, but 
in his heart feeling very sure who it was so 
close to him at last, 

" Miss Gralveston," announced the domestic. 
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CHAPTER Y. 

"DARED TO come!'* 

Colonel Darrell looked with the rest at the 
already famous Miss Galveston. What a change 
since he had left her last, a short-frocked, 
gawky, long-legged girl, all tears and tribula- 
tion at his going back to India. What a con- 
trast to this tall, stately young woman, who 
entered like a queen, and was received as a 
queen of the company. There was a general 
shaking of hands, for the majority knew Clara 
Galveston intimately, and there were no icy 
manners amongst these Thespians ; there was 
considerable kissing and "my dear"-ing from 
the ladies. Only one or two young gentlemen 
were holding aloof from the welcome, and wait- 
ing with some anxiety, and even nervous trepi- 
dation, to be introduced to the actress. 

The man with the diamond studs, though 
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not of the stage stagey, advanced to shake 
hands with the rest, and was received with 
a frigid bow that dashed his expectation of a 
genial reception to the ground, although he 
bowed very elaborately, and was profuse in the 
expression of his pleasure at meeting Miss 
Galveston that evening. Some few words were 
afterwards exchanged between them, and as 
faithful chroniclers we set them down here, 
although the low tone of the speakers and the 
respectful withdrawal of the company from 
their vicinity prevented what was said from 
being heard. 

" Let it be understood at once that I haven't 
come here to see you," she said quickly — even 
rudely, as if in haste to disabuse the gentle- 
man's mind of any impression he might have 
formed by her early appearance. 

" I am content with the satisfaction that 
you are here," he responded, with another bow. 

" And you have won your wager ; that will 
be a satisfaction to you also," she said scorn- 
fully. 

" I should be sorry to make Miss Galveston 
the subject of a wager," he answered with ex- 
quisite politeness ; " pray believe that." 
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"Then you have not ? " 

"No." 

" On your honour ? " 

" On my honour — No." 

She regarded him doubtfully, as if even his 
honour pledged were not to be taken seriously. 
Then she said — 

" I am here because I was dared to come ; 
because I was taunted and defied," she said 
angrily ; " because he dared to assume a right 
.^hich What is it ? " 

"Your father. Colonel Darrell, wishes to 
speak to you, I think. Miss Galveston," was the 
reply, as he bowed low once more, and made 
way for the tall, spare man, who had risen up, 
almost like a phantom, before her, and taken 
the place of the man whom he had calmly set 
aside by a light touch of his hand, 

" My — father ! " she said, drawing a deep 
breath of astonishment, and then putting both 
hands into those which were outstretched to 
her. " Why — yes — it is my own dear dad, 
indeed. Why, this is more than a stage sur- 
prise. I am bewildered. I must laugh and — 
cry!" 

There was a little struggle with a hysterical 
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feeling, which she quickly conquered ; then she 
kissed her father heartily before the assembled 
guestSy and led him to a vacant seat in the 
corner of the room. 

" This must be a dream, and I shall wake 
later on," she said ; " but let me dream a little 
longer that you are back. Oh I if you had never 
gone away," she cried, " if you had taken me 
with you, as I wished ! " 

It was remarkable that the reproaches should 
come in the first instance from his handsome 
daughter, and he felt it so, but made no com- 
ment upon it then. This was the meeting 
between a father and child who had loved each 
other very dearly, and who in all their lives 
had not exchanged one harsh or angry word. 
A fond father and a spoiled child, very likely 
— one makes the other as a rule — and now the 
child had developed into a beautiful woman, 
with a strong will of her own, but with the old 
child's love existent in her breast for him. That 
was enough for Colonel Darrell — sufficient for 
that time was the joy of their reunion. He 
. had had no one to love out in India during the 
last five years, and now his daughter was at 
his side at last. He had already forgotten what 
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he was going to say, and the hard things which 
he had schooled himself to launch at her and 
" the profession " which she had chosen without 
consulting him, and in defiance of those in 
whose charge he had left her. It was like 
dreamland to him as well — the waking world 
in which he lived and breathed was lying apart 
from that hour. If he had returned to find her 
greatly changed in mind and character, yet, 
God be praised, he had returned to find her 
with the same child's love and trust, and what 
wonders might be worked by them in the good 
time stretching before them both ! She had 
always been loving and obedient to him — she 
would be so to the end. It was only people 
who did not understand her, with whom she 
became at variance, and kept at variance. A 
little strange, perhaps, even for a woman ; but 
then women are strange, thought Colonel 
Darrell. 

" We will talk of this presently, my dear," 
said the Colonel. "This is not the place to 
dispute." 

" To dispute — you and I ? Ah, that is not- 
possible." 

She took his large-veined hand in her two 
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small white gloves, and pressed it to her heart. 
He could see that there were tears swimming 
in her eyes. 

" You are glad I am home again, Cla' ? " he 
asked in a low voice. 

" Yes — very glad. Why should you doubt 
that ? " she rejoined. 

" 1 — I don't know," he answered hesitatingly, 
" You are in an odd kind of world — you have 
taken so extraordinary a step. You have not 
thought of me." 

" I have thought of you a great deal," she 
murmured. 

"And of— the others?" 

" Not at all," she answered very boldly. 

" They are deeply distressed concerning you. 
They are unhappy." 

" They tell you so," she replied ; " but they 
have no feelings to wound, no hearts to be 
stabbed, only an insufferable pride to be hurt 
a little. And what's that to me ? " 

Yes — she was ready to argue that point out 
at once; to settle their position together; to 
defend the actions which had so scandalized 
those of whom they were speaking now, and 
who, it was evident, had not, to the mind of 
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the young actress, been commonly kind to her. 
The flush mounted to her cheek, and her bosom 
fluttered with the agitation at her heart. She 
would be glad to tell her own story in her own 
way, and even at that moment. Her father 
had only heard a perversion of the truth, the 
very worst of it, she was assured, and the 
sooner he heard the plain and simple story the 
better for them both. 

But Colonel Darrell did not think so. Of 
all things he intended to be calm and grave in 
the face of this society — there should be no 
play-acting about Am, and nothing to talk of 
afterwards amongst these light-living folk. 
Mrs. MacAlister need not have feared a scene 
in her drawing-room, nor that the elements of 
discord would be sown at her " At Home." 
He had been somewhat excited at an earlier 
stage of the evening, and he had been thrown 
amongst people whom of late years he had been 
disposed to disparage, and think of with un- 
charitableness ; but his daughter's excitement 
was suflBcient to subdue his own and keep him 
on his guard. 

" We shall have plenty of time to talk of 
all this," he said, very cautiously again, " and 
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we do not want any listeners like these. Shall 
we say to-morrow for a good long day together, 
Clara?" 

** A good long scolding, dad," she said, 
laughing now — she was as variable as April in 
her moods. " Well, I can bear even that from 

you." 

" I don't think I shall scold you very much, 
and not all at once. There is time before us," 
he said, "and I am not going back to India 
any more." 

" You are home for good ? " she exclaimed, 
and there was no shadow on her face as she 
regarded him. 

" Yes — for good." 

" I am glad of that — I am so very glad of 
that," she murmured. 

She paused as the door opened and two 
gentlemen were annoimced as "Lord South- 
side " and " Mr. Harvey Grange." She'changed 
colour, of rather all the colour quitted her face 
for an instant, and there was an ashen pallor 
in its stead; then she recovered herself, and 
completed the sentence which the entrance of 
the last two visitors had interrupted — 

"For," she concluded, in a new tone of 
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voice, that seemed to ring like bell metal upon 
his ear, " you have come just in time." 

" For what ? " he asked eagerly, 

" For me." 

"Yes— but " 

" Hush ! " she said. " These two are friends 
of mine. They will be with us in an instant." 
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CHAPTER VI. 

KITTY WESTMINSTER. 

Mr. Harvey Grange was a stern-looking man, 
of the middle height, and with a profusion of 
black hair flourishing wildly above a broad 
white forehead. A singularly handsome man, 
he might be termed, even, with two deep-set, 
flashing dark eyes which were not pleasant to 
confront. He was certainly good-looking, but 
with an unamiable expression of countenance — 
or else at that particular instant something had 
occurred to account for his lowering looks ; and 
hence Mr. Grange was hardly at his best. He 
appeared to be approaching father and daughter 
with slow and stately steps, whilst Lord South- 
side suddenly stopped, and left him to proceed 
alone. 

" This is Mr. Grange, the great tragedian, 
papa," she said in a low voice. " Shall I intro- 
duce you ? " 
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" Certainly not," was Colonel Darrell's quick 
answer, " unless," he added, "lie is a friend of 
yours, Clara." 

" He was." 

" Ah ! then don't introduce me." 

"And I fancy by his looks he has some- 
thing particular to say," she continued. " You 
will excuse me, dad, I am sure, for a few 
moments." 

" Certainly. You came here on business, 
perhaps ? " he said. 

" It would be diflScult to say what I came 
for," she answered, almost with a sigh. "To 
«nd a delusion, or to begin a new life, I don't 
know which." 

"You have arrived before me. Miss Gal- 
veston," said the deep voice of Mr. Harvey 
Grange at this juncture, and the gentleman 
looked from her to Colonel Darrell, who had 
risen, and was preparing to walk away. 

" Yes," was the lady's response. 

" To meet your father. Lord Southside tells 
me now ? " 

" Indeed. I was not aware Lord Southside 
knew my father," said the actress. " As for 
me, I thought Colonel Darrell was in. India till 
I reached here to-night." 
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" Then you came in defiance of my wish," he 
muttered, " as you said you would do from the 
first." 

" Yes, because you distrusted me." 
Colonel Darrell was out of hearing now, 
but he had walked very slowly away, and the 
above sentences, fired off quickly and sharply 
on both sides, he had heard and wondered at. 
Mr. Harvey Grange was too excited to lower 
his voice, or wait until the Colonel had crossed 
the room, and the lady whom he addressed was 
impetuous and angry. The Colonel's face as- 
sumed a deeper gravity of expression as he 
walked aside. What a deal had happened 
whilst he had been away; what a new world 
had opened for his child; and what mystery 
and passion there seemed in it, of which he 
knew nothing, and guessed not at all ! 

He should understand everything presently, 
and be able to advise her. She had always 
listened to him, and she was but a child, after 
all, not yet one-and-twenty years of age. He 
was glad he was back to take her part, and 
fight her battles for her. She had been too 
long alone, poor girl, and these were the friends 
she had gathered round her, after throwing 
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over those good, old-fashioned, Puritanic folk 
in Derbyshire. Great Heaven ! what friends 
for Clara Darrell ! thought the officer, his own 
pride rising very rapidly again as he looked 
round him, and thought who was this fellow 
with a right to address his child thus sternly 
and peremptorily. 

He felt very much out of place in the crowd ; 
he was anxious, at least, to appear "one of 
them," for his daughter's sake, and to escape 
a scene; but his heart was too ill at ease for 
his face not to betray his anxiety. He was 
grateful to Mrs. MacAlister for returning to his 
side, although that shrewd old lady took the 
present occasion to open business proceedings 
very speedily. 

To his question of "Who is this Mr. 
Harvey Grange ? " she answered with a cheer- 
ful alacrity which seemed to presage the fullest 
information — 

"Ah! Colonel, that shows how little interest 
you take now in the fortunes of the poor 
players." 

The Colonel started; he did not like that 
" now ; " for the first time he was warned that 
over his past life the green curtain had not 
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completely dropped. But slie went on very 
rapidly — 

" Or that you have been away for a few 
years from our Babylon. Harvey Grange is 
the rage, the fashionable tragedian, the great 
actor, the legitimate heir to the laurels of 
Betterton, and Kean, and everybody else; he 
comes from the City, they say, but I fancy that 
there's Spanish blood in him." 

" But what is the tie of friendship betw'een 
my daughter and him ? " 

" Your daughter will tell you herself, 
Colonel. I am not interested in their ties," 
she said, " if they have any. I don't heed what 
people say about us; they are generally fibs, 
at which I laugh, and like others to laugh too. 
This is a purely business meeting to-night of 
the profession, or the great Grange would not 
have condescended to honour us, even on his 
oflf-night. But we are getting up a benefit for 
poor Splatterdash — a, hateful man," she added 
in an aside, " when he was in the stirrups, and 
lessee of goodness knows how many theatres, 
but deplorably reduced now, and as dreadfully 
humble as Uriah Heep. Why, t/ou remember 
his name, surely ! " 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



60 WOMEN ABE STRANGE. 

"Splatterdash? " said the Colonel, reddening* 
" Oh, yes, I remember. Is he here ? " 

"Yes, he's talking to Little March, and 
trying to borrow half a sovereign, I fancy." 

" March, of the Gwynne ? Has that fellow 
turned up, then ? " 

"Yes, he has just arrived. He will give 
his services to Splatterdash, but no half-sove- 
reigns. Half-sovereigns do not get into the 
papers, so I do not give any myself," she added 
dryly; "but I collect subscriptions for the 
Splatterdash Fund, and I shall read an address 
l)efore the curtain at his benefit, as 'my 
children ' have not seen me these last seven 
years. And now. Colonel, as you have favoured 
us with your company, what amount shall I 
put down on my list ? " And Mrs. MacAlister 
whipped from her pocket a small book and pencil. 

" I would not have my name down on your 
list, madam, for any consideration," said the 
Colonel shortly. 

" Your name need not appear," she replied ; 
" some of our most liberal donations have been 
received anonymously, I had three shillings 
and sixpence in stamps this morning, and not 
even the initials of the donor." 
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A sharp-tongued, satirical old lady this, 
thought the Colonel, and one of whom he would 
not care to make an enemy that evening. He 
was in the enemy's camp, too, he felt, and 
would prefer to dissemble, rather than defy 
them all. His daughter was of this strange 
society now — one of them, and for them. It 
was like a judgment on him, he whispered 
sadly in the depth of his own troubled spirit. 

" You may put me down for five guineas. 
I will send you a cheque in the morning," he 
said. 

" ' From a well-wisher to the stage,' shall 
I say ? " asked Mrs. Mac Alister, flourishing her 
pencil. " Or an * ardent admirer,' — or what ? " 

"You had better say *From a Fool,'" 
grunted the Colonel, half disposed to lose his 
temper. 

'* An original title," remarked Mrs. Mac- 
Alister, booking it at once. " ' From a Fool,* 
five guineas. Poor impecunious Splatterdash 
will see the humour of that, and wonder who 
it is, out of the many who used to hang round 
his stage door. Thank you. Colonel Darrell, 
very much ; so extremely kind of you, not 
being, as it were, a patron of the stage in any 
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v/sij. Do you know Miss Westminster — Kitty 
Westminster, of the Apollo ? She is a great 
friend of your daughter's, one of the best little 
girls in the world. Miss Westminster," turn- 
ing to a lady from whose side a gentleman had 
just reluctantly withdrawn, " allow me to intro- 
duce to you Colonel Darrell, the father of our 
Clara. Colonel Darrell is quite a stranger here, 
and I should like him to be less frightened 
of us." 

Mrs. MacAlister bustled away after this part- 
ing shot, and the Colonel wished that he had 
not come to Tavistock Street, that he had 
waited outside, that he had sent in a messenger, 
that he had made a few more inquiries before 
taking it for granted that this house was his 
daughtier's. He was in the lion's den ; he had 
subscribed five guineas towards the benefit 
fund of a man whom years ago he had longed 
to kick, and tried to kick; he had heard his 
daughter and a vile actor fellow, as he dis- 
paragingly termed the great Harvey Grange, 
wrangling like cat and dog, and he had been 
introduced to a burlesque actress as " the father 
of our Clara ! " He who had hated plays and 
players for many years now, and with so bitter 
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an intensity of hate — to be cast headlong into 
the stream again like this was especially vexa- 
tious. The voice of Miss Westminster roused 
him from his reverie. She was a pretty, dark- 
eyed girl, who looked at him critically, and 
said — 

"An inexhaustible flow of spirits Mrs. 
MacAlister has. I wonder how she keeps up. 
But she is always the same, and* trouble even 
seems to make her heart light." 

"Other people's troubles, do you mean, 
young lady ? " asked the Colonel moodily. 

" Oh ! no — her own." 

So Mrs. MacAlister had troubles too, and 
very likely there was another benefit in pros- 
pective in order to alleviate them ! Therefore 
he would not inquire into their nature, but 
hasten to change the conversation as speedily 
as possible. These people were all benefits, 
he knew, by his own past pecuniary experi- 
ence. 

" You are a great friend of my daughter's, 
Mrs. MacAlister says," the Colonel remarked. 

" Oh, I love her very much indeed," cried 
Kitty Westminster, enthusiastically. "Who 
wouldn't? So generous, so thoughtful and 
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kind, and, above all, so clever ! What a 
daughter to possess. Colonel Darrell ! " 

" Ah ! yes, thank you, young lady," he 
answered. 

" I knew who it was when they announced 
you," she said confidently, " for Clara had told 
me all about you long ago. Oh! years ago, 
only I had been sworn to secrecy." 

*^ Oh, indeed ! Then you knew " 

" That her real name was Darrell ? " was 
the reply. "To be sure. I was the only one 
in the secret, and for a woman I think I have 
kept it pretty well. Colonel. But then I love 
Clara, and we haven't a thought from each 
other. I could die for her cheerfully." 

A terribly enthusiastic and romantic young 
lady this, to be evolved from the school of 
burlesque. What next ? he wondered. Ah ! 
the next thing, to gain some information as to 
Mr. Harvey Grange from this outspoken young 
female. 

" And Mr. Harvey Grange and my daughter ? " 
he said, interrogatively. 

Miss Westminster was off her guard, and 
let the secret out at once — a secret that was 
known to all the world save this poor Colonel, 
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perhaps. She misunderstood the question, and 
replied quickly — 

"Oh, it's only one of their little tiffs. 
They're both too awfully jealous of each other, 
you see. It will be all right next Sunday." 

" Next Sunday ? " 

• Yes — when they are married* 



a 
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CHAPTER VII. 

A SCENE AFTER ALL ! 

Had the popular Miss Kitty Westminster, of 
the Apollo, fired a pistol point-hlank at the 
military gentleman by her side, the effect could 
not have been njore instantaneous and startling. 
Colonel Darrell lost all presence of mind, on the 
instant his powers of self-restraint were thrown 
to the winds, and he rose to his feet, and 
shouted forth " What ! " in tones which made 
every glass in the room vibrate, and directed 
towards him general attention. 

The buzz of conversation ceased, and Miss 
Westminster gave a little scream of affright at 
her companion's blazing eyes and agitated 
countenance. 

" Married next Sunday — my daughter Clara ! 
You dare to tell me so ! " he roared forth ; and 
then the ladies and. gentlemen, recovering from 
their alarm came slowly round and formed a 
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ring about him and the burlesque actress, whom 
he had very nearly scared to death. 

" I said we should have a scene," said Mrs. 
MacAlister to the man with the diamond studs. 
*.* I knew what kind of a man he was three-and- 
twenty years ago, and I was afraid of him 
to-night." 

" Tell his daughter to take him away," said 
the gentleman ; " she is so busy quarrelling with 
Grange that she has not heard a word yet." 

" Yes, she has, thank goodness ; she is going 
to him," cried Mrs. MacAlister. 

Clara Darrell was standing by her father's 
side the instant afterwards. 

"I am ready to go home," were the quiet 
words conveyed to him, and her soft voice and 
calm manner acted like oil upon the troubled 
waters. He recovered his equanimity at once ; 
people began to wonder whether it were possible 
that this prim, starchy being, with Miss Galves- 
ton leaning upon his arm, was the man who had 
so recently shouted like a lunatic and frightened 
them. 

" You are ready to come home with me ? " 
he asked in a low, wondering tone. 

" Yes — quite ready." 
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The lips were very white which answered 
him, but the voice was very firm. 

*' You are not then thinking of — ^but there, 
there, when we are at home we can talk calmly. 
Mrs. MacAlister," he said, extending his hand 
to the hostess, " I have the honour to wish you 
a good evening." 

" Is Miss Galveston going already ? " asked 
Mrs. MacAlister, after she had shaken hands 
with the Colonel. 

" Yes," said the young actress, " I return 
home with my father." 

" But — poor Splatterdash's benefit, my dear. 
He relied upon your informing him to-night 
what part you — — " 

" I will write to him. Good-bye." 

She leaned forward hastily and kissed Mrs. 
MacAlister, as if in urgent haste to be gone ; as 
if she were afraid even that her calmness might 
desert her if she tarried too long over her 
adieux. Kitty Westminster, her bosom friend 
and confidante, made a little spasmodic dash at 
her and embraced her also, and said " Heaven 
bless you, my darling," in much the same tone 
of voice which she would have adopted had the 
Colonel's daughter been proceeding to immediate 
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execution. The Colonel himself seemed struck 
by it. 

" I owe you an apology, Miss Westminster, 
for my unceremonious behaviour of a few 
minutes since," he said, taking her hand and 
bending over it ; " but your news was alarming, 
and threw me off my guard." 

" Oh ! don't mention that ; I shall get over 
it presently. But," she said impressively, " you 
will be kind to her ? " 

" I will," said the Colonel dryly. 

There was no effort made to exchange fare- 
well greetings with the remainder of the guests ; 
at the door the Colonel bowed to Mrs. Mac- 
Alister again, who was waiting as if with the 
intention of saying a few more last words. 

"Thank you, madam," said he formally, 
" for a very pleasant evening." 

Mrs. MacAlister bowed, but did not look at 
him. When father and daughter passed out of 
the room, she passed out with them, and as the 
door closed a dozen voices at least broke into 
loud disputation and inquiry. 

On the landing-place the old actress faced 
the. young one. " You are leaving us for good, 
Clara," she said reproachfully, " I am sure of it." 
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" Yes, I am almost sure of it too," was her 
reply. 

" I am very sorry, I " 

" Madam, you will please excuse me," said 
the Colonel, "but Clara Darrell is acting in 
deference to her father's wishes, which you 
have no right to protest against." 

" In the interests of the stage, which sorely 
needs high-minded and gifted women in our 
midst, I speak, sir," replied Mrs. MacAlister, 
with dignity. 

" The stage can look after its own interests," 
said the Colonel ; " and my wishes are to be 
considered before its requirements." 

" Your wishes may not be paramount here, 
or have been studied so much as you imagine, 
Colonel Darrell," said the hostess, somewhat 
ruffied now, and therefore more outspoken. 

" Mrs. MacAlister ! " cried Clara entreat- 
ingly. 

"Yes, yes, my dear," she answered very 
quickly, " I have no right to interfere ; your 
father is quite correct. Good-bye." 

She turned away, and Colonel Darrell and 
his daughter left Tavistock Street for home. 
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CHAPTER VIIL 

TWO FATHERS. 

The " home " of Colonel Darrell at this present 
period was to be taken in a caravansary sense. 
He had been but a few days in London, and he 
had gone straight to De Keyser's hotel at 
Blackfriars. This was his home pro tem.^ and 
here he had taken his daughter till arrange- 
ments could be made for their life together in a 
home of their own. Here, in the suite of rooms 
which he had hired, there would be rest for 
awhile, " time to turn round," to consider and 
plan carefully, to do nothing in a hurry, this 
being ** for good " and " for ever " — cuckoo 
phrases as a rule, but which the Colonel and 
his daughter both thought they meant seriously. 
It was an odd home, but it suited Clara Darrell 
better, and as a first start in the new career 
upon which she had determined, than a house 
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in a dreary square, or a drearier suburb, or, 
worst of all, deep down in the country, far 
away from the activities and energies of life. 
Here was peace, if she wished it, in the quiet 
rooms which our prince of hotel proprietors had 
placed at her father's disposal, in the orderly 
service, even in the homelike surroundings, and 
there was the consciousness that there was good 
society downstairs if she wished it, and life in 
full vigour on all sides of her, and within a 
stone's throw of her, instead of the dull green 
fields and the hateful " bucolics." 

From the windows of her sitting-room she 
could watch the people streaming over the 
bridge, passing along the embankment day and 
night, night and day, the people whom she 
loved like a proletary because they loved her, 
and came in crowds to see her act, when there 
was a good piece to act in — which was not 
particularly often. When the lights were 
blazing from the street lamps below her, it was 
pleasant to wonder how many of the passers by 
were going to the theatre, and to which theatre, 
and what they would say about her indisposition 
— duly certified, for she was now really weak 
and languid and nerveless — and how Wiggin* 
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ton and March would get on without her now 
and for evermore. The newspapers were re- 
gretting her illness already ; even the rumour 
that the promising young actress might retire 
from the stage had found its way into print 
three days after her father had borne her away 
from Mrs. MacAlister's. 

-And what three long days they had been to 
her, though her father did not know that, and 
there was a woman's kindness and tact in 
hiding the fact from him as well as she was 
ablfe. True, she had seemed to lose strength 
very suddenly, and in a way she could not 
clearly understand — and there were regrets, 
deep and sad enough to weigh any woman 
down, dwelling upon them, as she did, too 
much. So she was not her old self yet — hardly 
the woman whom any one of her stage ac- 
quaintances had known, and certainly not the 
high-spirited, impulsive, troublesome " big girl," 
whom Colonel Darrell had left behind in Derby- 
shire. Presently all would be changed, and she 
should settle down, she hoped — her father was 
sure of that, and he was a wise man, who knew 
the human heart. Ah ! and a kind, dear dad, 
too, for he had not worried her with ante- 
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cedents, ot with the why and wherefore for 
everything, with her stage life and her stage 
love — and her stage lover who was to have 
been her husband yesterday, and who had 
vanished away like a dream figure. All the 
better, too, she thought, or tried to think — a 
cross, disagreeable, jealous, inconsiderate, un- 
just tyrant — she was well quit of him, thank 
Heaven! He would have made her life a 
misery, and it was all so much for the best, and 
a very lucky escape ; but he might have found 
her out, and called at The Royal, and asked 
how she was, or left his card, or something ! 

Yes, it was true that Colonel Darrell had 
not " worried " his daughter — ^that he had even 
carefully avoided questions and explanations, 
just as if " bygones were bygones " to him 
utterly, and he was content with the present, 
and with having had his own way ! Clara did 
not know that he had been warned by the 
doctor not to distress her if possible, and that, 
like the anxious father he was, he had implicitly 
followed the doctor's instructions. Presently 
he would be very glad to know the truth of the 
whole story — down to its closing chapter — 
when she was well and strong enough to tell him. 
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He was fidgety and irritable out of her 
sight — perhaps the histrionic abilities Clara 
Darrell possessed were hereditary to an extent 
— ^for a more admirable actor in her presence of 
the genial, hearty, anecdotical parent could 
hardly have been. Following the doctor out 
of the room, along the corridor, down the broad 
stairs, standing with him under the archway, 
and holding him by the lapel of his coat, so 
that he should not escape too quickly into his 
carriage. Colonel Darrell was a very different 
individual indeed. 

" You don't appear to understand the case, 
sir — ^you don't recommend anything — you don't 
tell me what is the matter with her," he said on 
the fourth morning. 

" My dear Colonel, she only wants rest and 
freedom from anxiety for a few days," was the 
reply. 

" Change of air and scene, now ? " he sug- 
gested. 

" Yes, presently." 

" Not to-morrow, then ? " 

" Certainly not, nor the next day," said the 
doctor firmly. 

"I thought a few weeks in Derbyshire, if 
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she cared to go to Derbyshire," he added 
thoughtfully, " or to Brighton, or Hastings, Or 
Bournemouth — eh ? " 

" Yes — ^yes — we can talk of this in a week 
or so." 

" In a week or so ! " exclaimed the Colonel, 
in disgust. " If it would do her any good at 
all, it would do her good at once. That's my 
notion, Mr. Lambertson." 

" Ah ! then, it isn't mine," said the doctor, 
looking defiance at him through his glasses, 
and not to be browbeaten by an irritable officer 
of Indian cavalry, who did not know what was 
best for his daughter. 

The Colonel succumbed. 

"Then you think she had better remain 
where she is, and keep where she is ? " 

" Yes, and do exactly as she likes." 

" I'll have a second opinion about this affair 
shortly. By Jove ! I'll have a hundred 
opinions," he said, with an emphatic rattle of 
his cane on the pavement. " Do exactly as she 
likes, poor girl. See what doing that has 
brought her to already." 

He stood beneath the arched entrance of the 
hotgl watching the doctor's carriage receding 
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down the Embankment, and wondering what 
lie conld do that day to " amuse " his daughter, 
and give a light and cheerful turn to aflFairs in 
general, when a second carriage stopped a few 
yards from the hotel, and an old gentleman was 
assisted out with difficulty by a footman who 
had leaped from his seat by the coachman's side 
for that especial purpose. There was so much 
trouble to get the gentleman from the vehicle 
and to put him into an upright position that 
Colonel Darrell's attention became arrested, and 
he stood with his hands behind him and his 
cane in his hands watching the proceedings. 
A weather-proof, square-chested hale man him- 
self, of five-and-forty years, who had never 
known a day's illness in his life, the Colonel 
regarded the infirmities of the gentleman with 
a degree of pitying interest. 

" I suppose I shall be a doddering old fogey 
like that in ten more years or so," he muttered. 
" One might as well be clear of the world, I 
fancy.^' 

The old gentleman, a tall, grey-haired man, 
with a piebald moustache and beard, had been 
set in motion now, and having dismissed his 
valet, came on with a feeble shuffle, kicking 
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every stray pebble before him as he advanced. 
Colonel Darrell stepped aside to allow of the 
gentleman's colloquy with the porter in the 
little watch-box on the left of the gateway. 
He was even turning towards the hotel again 
when the question put to the Royal " Cerberus " 
took his breath away. 

"Is there a young person staying here of 
the name of Gralveston, an actress, dancer, or 
something of the kind ? " 

" Not very likely, sir ; but you had better 
ask inside," said the porter. 

"You had better ask me," remarked the 
Colonel, wheeling round sharply, and facing the 
infirm gentleman, whose inquiry had not been 
put in too conciliatory a manner. " I am the 
young lady*s father." 

" Oh ! indeed, are you ? " 

The old gentleman looked hard at the 
Colonel, and seemed for an instant confused by 
his sudden intrusion upon the conversation, and 
the Colonel glared back very fiercely at the old 
gentleman. 

" And what may be your business with the 
young lady whose real name, sir, is Darrell ? " 
asked the Colonel. 
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"Ah, very likely. Actresses assume all 
sorts of names as well as characters. I don't 
know anything about that, sir, and I don't care 
anything about it; it's no concern of mine," 
said the other, with a pomposity which would 
have been more telling in a less shaky per- 
sonage. "I desire to see the lady immedi- 
ately." 

"You cannot see the lady at all," replied 
Colonel Darrell shortly, and feeling that he was 
becoming rapidly warm. 

"I insist upon seeing her. I have come 
from the City especially to see her. I am 
Alderman Archstone, sir," said the gentleman 
with increasing excitement. 

" If you were the whole court of aldermen 
rolled into one you should not see my daugh- 
ter," said Colonel Darrell. 

" How dare you talk to me like this ? I am 
an alderman of the City of London, sir — Alder- 
man Archstone; don't you understand?" he 
cried, becoming very purple and then very 
white in his rage. 

" I don't know any aldermen. I don't like 
aldermen," said Colonel Darrell, losing his 
temper also at the old man's overbearing 
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manner, " or anything that comes out of the 
City, in fact." 

He had made two long strides across the 
forecourt, when the civic dignitary screamed 
after him in a most undignified manner. 

"Stop one minute, sir. Damn it, sir, you 
can listen to a gentleman for a minute, whilst 
he — he — explains himself, surely." 

" To a gentleman, when he speaks like a 
gentleman," said the Colonel, returning, " not 
otherwise. Now, sir, once more, your business 
with my daughter ? " 

" I can't explain in this dreadful draught," 
said Alderman Archstone. *' I have only just got 
over the gout, and I have a great deal to say." 

" About Miss Darrell ? " 

" Yes, sir, about her and my idiot of a son." 

" Oh ! you have an idiot son. Well." 

" It is not well when a young man makes a 
fool of himself and lowers his family and takes to 
the stage and talks of marrying an actress, 
and altogether behaves like a raving, tearing 
lunatic," shrieked the old man, losing all his 
self-command again. " It is not what is ex- 
pected from an Archstone, sir. It is not what 
an Archstone has ever done. It is not " 
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"You had better step into the coffee-room 
with me," said the Colonel, regarding the 
excitable old man with a greater degree of 
interest. " It's no good your shouting here/' 

" Precisely. Why didn't you ask me to 
step in before ? Lead the way, if you please, 
Mr. Darrell." 

" Colonel Darrell is my name," said the 
oflScer sternly. 

"Eh? What? A colonel? Of the regular 
service ? " 

" Of Her Majesty's — th Eegiment." 

"Allow me to take your arm. Colonel. I 
can't get on very well without assistance yet. 
Thank you, and don't step out as if you were 
walking for an infernal wager," he said, rest- 
ing his thin, trembling hand on the Colonel's 
arm. "Did I tell you that I had had the 
gout?" 

"You did, sir." • 

"A most objectionable disorder. Colonel, 
and tries the temper seriously." 

" So I perceive." 

They entered the hotel and went down the 
corridor together, a strange couple, at which 
the waiters stared. Both gentlemen held their 
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heads very high now. Both were inclined to 
stand upon their dignity and assert their 
position in the world. Both were doubtful 
whether it was to be peace or war between 
them, and each was distrustful of the other. 

Seated in the coffee-room, deserted at that 
early hour of the day, Colonel Darrell leaned 
across the little table in front of him, and said 
to the alderman — 

" Is your son called Harvey Grange on the 
stage ? " 

"Yes, sir, that is his absurd name," was 
the reply. " I wonder he didn't call himself 
Harvey's Sauce at once." 

" And you object to your son's marrying an 
actress ? " 

" Most decidedly. I will cut him off with a 
shilling, if he dares to do such a thing." 

" And I object to my daughter's marrying 
a mountebank." 

" What the devil do you mean by a mounte- 
bank, sir ? " cried Alderman Archstone, losing 
his temper again. " My son is a clever fellow 
— a man of genius ; the talk of the town, for 
the matter of that; but he is not going to 
throw himself away on an actress, if I can help 
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it. I have come to stop it, and I rmist see your 
daughter." 

" My daughter is too ill to receive any 
visitors, and there is nothing to discuss. We 
have all made up our minds, and we are of one 
opinion." 

" I don't see that." 

" My daughter does not wish to marry your 
son ; your son has given up the idea of marry- 
ing my daughter. I could not allow Miss 
Darrell to contract an alliance with an actor, or 
an alderman's son, or anything of that kind ; 
you are strenuously opposed to your son's taking 
an actress for a wife. We are in complete 
accord, sir, and," rising, "will close the in- 
terview without any further attempt at dis- 
cussion." 

Alderman Archstone did not rise in response 
to the Colonel's hint ; he sat struggling with his 
powers of utterance, and drumming the fingers 
of his left hand upon the table, waiting very 
impatiently for his turn to speak. 

"Yes, yes, yes, that's all very well in 
theory," he burst forth with, " but the real 
facts of the case are totally at variance. Your 
daughter is not to be relied upon — and I cannot 
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telieve a word my son utters. They will 
become reconciled, and then there's this dread- 
ful business all over again from beginning to 
end. Your daughter will forgive him, and he 
will apologise for his temper, which is certainly 
abominable — and where he got it from, God 
knows ! — and then there we are, sir, in the 
same deplorable position." 

** You don't regard this as a serious quarrel 
— a final break-up of their silly engagement, 
then ? " said the Colonel, becoming very grave. 
" Pooh ! They have broken it off a dozen 
times, and become engaged again in less than a 
week." 

" It is ended irrevocably now," said the 
Colonel, striking the table with his cane ; " take 
my word for it — irrevocably ! " 

"Then I'll take your arm back to my 
carriage," said the old gentleman, rising, " and 
I'll try and take your word, as you put it in 
that way, though I am afraid it is not worth 
much. And if you will get out of London with 
your daughter as soon as possible, I shall be 
obliged to you." 

"I shall leave town when it pleases me," 
remarked the Colonel, compressing his thin lips. 
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and feeling disposed to explode with wrath 
again. 

" It will please you shortly, as your daugh- 
ter is not well," Mr. Archstone suggested. 

" Probably it may." 

They went slowly along the corridor arm- 
in-arm together, and indulging in unfriendly 
snaps at each other, like two of the most un- 
amiable of men. 

" There is one consolation, my son has not 
the slightest idea where your daughter is," said 
the Alderman, ** and delay is everything just 
now." 

"Ahem — exactly. And how did you find 
her out ? " inquired the Colonel. 

" I employed a detective." 

"Confound your brazen impertinence," ex- 
claimed the Colonel. If you were a younger 
man, I'd— I'd " 

"Be calm. Colonel Darrell. There is no 
occasion for an unseemly exhibition of rage. 
We have met like gentlemen — let us part like 
gentlemen. Good morning.'* 

" Oh ! Gk)od morning." 

They were outside the hotel again. Alder- 
man Archstone raised his hat, Colonel Darrell 
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imitated his example, and walked swiftly back 
into the hotel, striding upstairs two steps at a 
time. As he neared his apartments he stopped 
— then he went on very slowly again, as though 
a hasty step without might jar upon the sen- 
sitive, highly-strung nerves of his ailing child. 
He turned the handle quietly and entered the 
room. 

Clara Darrell was sitting by the fire-side in 
the big arm-chair, where he had left her, but a 
good-looking young man rose in some confusion 
from a kneeling and suppliant position on the 
hearth-rug, and regarded the Colonel sheepishly. 

"Papa— this is Mr. Harvey Grange," said 
his daughter. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THE LOVERS. 

C6L0NEL Darrell closcd the door, and walked 
to the very centre of the Turkey rug, standing 
thus morally and physically between the lovers, 
a type of the obstruction which they had to 
expect. He was really very angry; his late 
altercation with Alderman Archstone had not 
tended to any degree of amiability of disposi- 
tion, and now here was the prime mover of all 
the trouble and mischief before him. 

** May I ask, Mr. Grrange, or Mr. Hearthstone 
— Archstone, I should say — by what right you 
force yourself into my apartments ? " asked the 
Colonel, " taking advantage of my absence to 
distress a poor weak invalid." 

"Papa, I " 

" Clara, it is better you should remain com- 
pletely silent," said the Colonel, " and leave me 
to deal with this gentleman." 
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" I am of your opinion, Colonel Darrell," 
said Mr. Harvey Grange in a low tone of voice, 
*• and I would respectfully request an interview 
with you in another apartment." 

" I decline to grant it," replied the colonel. 
" You will please explain your conduct before 
me, and her," he added, pointing to his daughter. 

"There is only one explanation for it all," 
said the actor, gravely, "my loye for Miss 
Darrell." 

" Ernest ! " exclaimed Clara Dan'ell. 

"My dear, I insist on your silence," said 
her father very firmly ; " it is impossible to get 
on, if you will interfere in this ridiculous 
manner. Your love for my daughter," he said, 
turning to the young man, " is of the past, sir, 
and there's an end of it. Even your own con- 
duct has put an end to it, Mr. — Mr. — confound 
it, by what name am I to call you ? " 

" My name is Archstone in private life, 
Ernest Archstone. On the stage I prefer to 
be called Harvey Grange, at present." 

" At present ! " repeated Colonel Darrell. 
" Oh ! then you have no idea of abandoning 
your absurd calling ? " 

" I have not." 
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'* And yet you have the eflfrontery to come 
here and expect the daughter of a Darrell, of 
a Colonel in Her Majesty's army, to tolerate 
your addresses, to put up with your bad tempers 
and suspicions, to persuade her father possibly 
to give his consent to the union ? " 

"Your daughter is one of my own pro- 
fession, and an honour and an ornament to it, 
sir,'* answered young Archstone. " I could 
have made no better choice in life." 

" Probably not for yourself; for my daughter 
is worth a hundred of you," cried the Colonel. 

" I acknowledge it," said Mr. Archstone, 
very frank and humble now, having encountered 
and comprehended Clara Darrell's appealing 
glance towards him ; " I acknowledge every- 
thing. I own I have been in the wrong, very 
unfairly and unwarrantably jealous, and that 
I have wounded the pride, perhaps irreparably, 
of one whose feelings I should have been the 
first to consider, and she has not forgivea 
me. 

"And a good job, too," said the Colonel 
bluntly. 

"But I have faith in her mercy, in her 
father's love for her, to end all these misunder- 
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standings for once and all. Can I say more 
than that I am truly and deeply sorry, and 
beg her to forgive me ? Clara, I ask it on my 
knees again ! " 

" You'll do nothing of the sort, sir. You'll 
not make yourself an idiot here, sir," said the 
Colonel, arresting the young man's impulse of 
prostration. "Sit down and talk sensibly. 
This is play-acting, every bit of it, and I don't 
like it." 

Mr. Archstone sat down thus adjured, and 
the Colonel, maintaining his position in front 
of the fire, said — 

"Will you allow me to speak now? — and 
speak a little to the purpose ? " 

" Proceed, Colonel," answered the tragedian. 
" I will not interrupt you if I can help it." 

" I have not much to say, and it's all very 
plain and straightforward sailing," began the 
Colonel. " I repeat what I have just said 
downstairs to your father, that " 

" My father ! You have seen him, then ! 
Ah ! he has been imploring you for my sake, 
to soften the obduracy of your heart," cried 
Ernest Archstone. 

" Nothing of the kind, sir," answered the 
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Colonel. "Your father is one of the rudest 
persons I have ever met in my life." 

"Then he has had the gout," murmured 
Archstone. " Poor old gentleman, how he 
suffers ! Ah ! sir, you haven't seen him at his 
best." 

" I have seen him at his worst, and that's 
enough for me." 

" There are times when he is the most 
gentle, forbearing, and amiable of men," con- 
tinued the actor, " when " 

" I don't want to hear anything about your 
father's good qualities, young man," said the 
Colonel testily. " Pray allow me to proceed." 

" You introduced his name yourself, sir," 
answered Mr. Archstone reproachfully. "I 
have done." 

" Then I will merely state that we are all 
of one mind," he remarked. " Your parent 
objects to the match, I object, my daughter 
objects, a day or two ago you objected yourself. 
Clara and I have arranged our lives together ; 
she will share and make happy the home of her 
father, and give up, once and for ever, the 
stage and you. All this being settled irrevo- 
cably, what is there more to discuss ? " 
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" I do not believe in the * for evers/ and tbe 
* irrevocably ' off tbe stage," said tbe actor 
calmly ; " it is ' play-acting/ if you like, to talk 
in tbat way." 

"Confound it, sir — wbat next will you 
say ? " exclaimed tbe Colonel. 

** I will say tbis next, and witb all respect 
to you," said Mr. Arcbstone, leaning forward, 
and regarding Clara Darrell very earnestly, 
" tbat my dismissal must come from your 
daughter's lips, not yours." 

"You re as bad as — as — as — as your in- 
solent old father," exclaimed tbe Colonel. 

" Spare my father, Colonel Darrell. It is 
only tbe duty of a generous man to bis son," 
be said, with something very like true dignity. 

" Yes, that's all very well, but your father 
is " 

" I will not hear anything more against my 
father," said Mr. Arcbstone, rising, " not another 
word, if you please." 

Colonel Darrell reddened, and stared 
haughtily at the young man for a moment, 
then be walked once round the room with his 
hands behind him before he returned to his 
position on the heath-rug. 
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" I don't blame you, young man, for speak- 
ing up for your father," lie said in a different 
voice, and rattling off his words with an extra- 
ordinary rapidity. " I apologize — I was in the 
wrong — don't mind me. I'm a rough old 
soldier at times, nothing more. Not but what 
your father is Hadn't we better say good- 
morning ? " he added, after a pause. 

*' We have settled nothing, sir," said Ernest. 
" Surely something will be done to relieve me 
from a cruel suspense ? " 

" Clara, will you tell him that all is at an 
end between you two ? " said the Colonel. 
*' Tell him this calmly and firmly." 

** It is much better — Ernest — that all should 
— be at an end — between us — I think," she 
said, in very meek accents, and with many long 
stops. 

" That is a nice way to tell him," muttered 
the Colonel. 

" Oh, you will trust me again — once more ! " 
Ernest exclaimed. " You will, I am sure you 
will ! " 

" You have had my daughter's answer, sir," 
said the Colonel, who was extremely anxious 
to bring the interview to a conclusion. 
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" She thinks so," he repeated, " that is all. 
But she knows that I shall be a desperate man 
without her — and that a word from her " 

" Go now, Ernest. I will write to you." 

" A thousand thanks, dear Clara ; but to 
hear now from your own dear lips " 

•' I am very weak, Ernest. Leave me — 
please do." 

She held out her hand, and he stooped and 
kissed it, then he bowed to the Colonel, and 
went out of the room with quick strides. 

Colonel Darrell did not say anything for 
several minutes after the departure of Ernest 
Archstone ; he stood with his hands behind his 
back, and his eyes bent downwards to his feet, 
silent, thoughtful, and yet watchful — a man 
perplexed, and yet a man on his guard. Once 
or twice he glanced furtively at his daughter, 
who sat with one hand shading, as it were, the 
glare of the fire from her face, but in reality 
concealing some weak and womanly tears from 
his notice. 

He spoke at last in a low, dissatisfied tone. 

" If that man acts as well on the stage as 
he does ofi", Clara, I do not wonder at his 
success," he said. 
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" You do him an injustice, dad, if you think 
that his was not real sorrow for our separa- 
tion," she answered, with a sigh. 

"I am not sure. I . don't quite like his 
manner. Now I think it over coolly," he said, 
" it seems hardly genuine. I miss, somehow 
or other, a true ring about it." 

" Oh ! you are prejudiced against him," she 
murmured ; " you have not known him so long 
as I have." 

" Ahem — no, thank goodness." 

" And you dislike the stage so much. You 
are so bitter against us all ! " 

'* Shall I tell you why ? " he asked. 

" If you will. If you don't mind." 

" I will be very brief, and it is a warning 
as well as a story, Clara," he said, drawing 
a chair to her side, sitting down, and taking 
her hand in his. 
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CHAPTER X. 

THE colonel's CONFESSION. 

" I AM not surprised at your talent for the 
stage," began the Colonel. " Your mother was 
an actress." 

"My mother!" exclaimed Clara Darrell. 
" My own mother — and you have not told me 
this before ! " 

" You were only fifteen when I left Eng- 
land," he continued, " and you were too young 
to know the story which your aunts and I were 
only too anxious to keep from you, and which 
we did keep from you rigorously, religiously." 

" For what reason ? Was my mother " 

" Bad ! Yes, God forgive me, very bad," 
said the Colonel, solemnly, "and she nearly 
broke my heart." 

'^ But you forgave her before she died, I 
hope, and — and she was very, very sorry. Oh ! 
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wasn't she ? Say that," implored the girl, now 
terribly shaken by the revelation. 

"I have not forgiven her, and she has 
never asked my forgiveness," replied the Colonel. 
" I do not think she is dead." 

" Not dead ! " cried Clara. " My mother 
living? Where?" 

"Heaven knows where," was the answer. 
" I don't." 

*^And with whom is she? Can you tell 
me that ? " she inquired, in a husky whisper. 

" I cannot tell you anything more, Clara," 
said the Colonel. "I have not cared to ask 
about her. Her life has no interest for me, 
and lies apart from mine." 

" Dreadful," whispered Clara Darrell to her- 
self. 

" You do not wonder, Clara, why I hate 
the stage and all belonging to it ? " 

" No," she murmured. " I understand, I 
think." 

"It was the ruin of my happiness. I 
believed," he added, after a pause, " that your 
mother would settle down, give up the artificial 
life she was pursuing, be content with a quiet 
home and faithful husband ; in fact, devote her 
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life to me and you. See the bitter end of all 
my hopes, Clara, and the shadows which you 
cast on me again." 

" No, no, not I ! " she cried. " You mustn't 
say that." 

" You love this man better than me,"' he 
said. ■" His life fascinates you, and is a part 
of your own. You cannot give him up ; your 
tastes, pursuits, ambitions, are in common. He 
is everything to you, and I am nothing." 

" My love for him does not weaken my 
affection for the father," she replied. 

" Ah, then you do love him ? " said the 
Colonel quickly. 

"Yes," she confessed. "It is not possible 
to forget him — all at once." 

" And yet you are ready to devote your life 
to me? You have said that," he reminded 
her. 

" If you wish it, yes," she said, extending 
her hand to him again. 

" Gladdening my life at the last," he con- 
tinued, "taking the place of her who de- 
serted me, forgetting by degrees your poor 
romance, and letting the stage world sink away. 
you are prepared for all this ? " 
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" If you wish it," she repeated once more, 
"yes." 

The fair head was bowed very low; the 
picture which he drew for her was cold and 
grey in tone, and the world which she was 
asked to quit had been a very happy one, 
brightened as it had been by a remarkable 
success. But if he wished it — ^Yes ! 

" You make it my wish rather than your 
own," he muttered. " You do not come freely 
to the life I offer you, Clara. You hardly trust 
me ; you know so little of me." 

Was it a reproach in her turn which escaped 
the trembling lips of the daughter ? 

" You do not give me time," she murmured. 

"Time for what?" 

" Time to think what is best ! " 

The Colonel did not answer this ; he sat 
with his forehead deeply furrowed, and an 
expression of grave doubt upon his face. Did 
he know what was really best for her ? Was 
he not requiring from her all the sacrifice, all 
the self-abnegation, all the loss, and offering 
her nothing but a quiet home with him ? And 
he was right, too, in his accusation. After all, 
she knew so little of him ; he was no part and 
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parcel of her world. He had spent his life 
away from her. 

Suddenly he rose to his' feet and laid his 
hand upon hers for a moment with a kindly 
pressure. 

" Take your time, child," he said. 

He went out of the room, out of the hotel, 
and walked the full length of the Embankment 
with the thoughtful, puzzled look which had 
come to him with his daughter's final words. 
He thought he knew what was best for her. 
He hoped she would see what was best for 
herself when he returned ; but he was hardly 
confident in his own wisdom. He was vacil- 
lating now — he who had always prided himself 
upon his strength of mind and inflexibility of* 
will. He had been very firm and hard, God 
knows, once upon a time, but the result was 
failure, and a wife stealing away from home 
and child and him. He should not like it said 
again that he had been too firm, and knew 
nothing of women's hearts and thoughts, and 
that in his own conceit he had marred his 
daughter's life. Let him take time himself, 
and think the matter out to a fair conclusion — 
if he could ! 
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CHAPTER XI. 

NOT ALONE IN THE WORLD. 

Not having quite thought out his programme, 
or given his daughter time enough to think 
out hers, or not exactly knowing what to think, 
Colonel Darrell turned from the Embankment 
into the busy Strand. He would proceed home 
leisurely ; the solution to the riddle which per- 
plexed him was in Clara DarrelFs hands rather 
than his own. 

After all, it was what she wished, and he 
was very helpless in the matter when he came 
to reflect on all the complications of the posi- 
tion. He had returned to find the child he haa 
left' behind a woman with a will of her own — 
and that will was difficult to comprehend. 

His gloomy, pre-oceupied looks attracted 
Bome attention in the busy thoroughfare which 
he had chosen for his return route. In his 
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young days he had been called " Handsome 
Darrell," and it was a fine face still, though 
lined and weather-beaten, at which people 
glanced, wondering what troubled it. More 
than one pedestrian recognized him ; the actors 
were abroad in the sunshine that morning, and 
one or two who bad been at Mrs. MacAlister's 
'* At Home/' had not forgotten his behaviour 
there, and nudged each other as they passed 
him. 

A lady and gentleman walking very rapidly 
in the opposite direction, also atoms of the 
dramatic world, were surprised at the sight of 
him, the lady exclaiming — 

" Why, here's the dear old Colonel coming. 
I must ask him about Clara. I'm dying to 
know how she is." 

**I wouldn't, Miss Westminster, I really 
wouldn't," said Mr. March, who was her escort. 
" We shall know all from Harvey Grange." 

" Oh ! but I shall," said Miss Westminster, 
decisively. "You need not stop without you 
like." 

" And I don't like," said little March. « He 
has reduced the receipts of my theatre, he has 
no respect for true genius, he thinks there's 
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only one Colonel in the wotld, the ptippy. 
€rood morning, Miss Westminster." 

" Oh ! good morning to you." 

Mr. March strutted by Colonel Darrell, who 
did not) or would not see him, but looked straight 
over his head, as if totally unconscious of a 
great man passing him, and it was only Kitty 
Westminster,-^ with an amazing confidence born 
of much burlesque and, though she did not care 
to acknowledge it to the SlitCj of a preliminary 
music-hall training which had not done her any 
harm, — ^who held her hand out to the ofiBcer as 
if she had known him all her life. 

"Good day, Colonel Darrell. How is 
aara?" 

Colonel Darrell had been really very deep 
in thought, and oblivious of those who passed 
him, and he quite jumped at Miss Westminster's 
sudden address, before he raised his hat slowly 
and formally, and then out of politeness, took 
the little gloved hand which had been oflfered 
him, regarding her smiling, cheerful counte* 
nance with great gravity. 

"My daughter is not very well, thank 
you," he replied. 

"Not very well. Oh! I'm so sorry," ex* 
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claimed Kitty. " What's the matter with her ? 
Tou'll excuse my rude questions, but I like 
Clara, and I know she will be as grumpy off 
the stage as I should be. She will positively 
fret herself to death. Besides, people are miss- 
ing her already. Have you seen the Electric 
Eel?'' 

" No, madam ; I have not seen the Electric 
Eeir 

" Ah ! well, get a copy for Clara," she said. 
" And you are staying at De Keyser's, I'm 
told," she remarked. 

" May I ask who told you ? " 

" Mrs. MacAlister." 

" Upon my honour, it's very extraordinary 
the facility with which your class acquires in- 
formation," said the Colonel, reddening with 
indignation. "Mr. Grange was not slow to 
find my daughter out." 

" Mrs. MacAlister told him, too," was the 
reply. " She's a wonderful woman, and knows 
everything, and yet never seems to be trying 
to know. May I come and see Clara now ? 
Would you mind very much letting me walk 
back with you ? I am sure she is very dull 
and wretched." 
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"Being with a man calculated to make a 
woman dull and wretched," added Colonel 
Darrell. 

" Oh ! I don't mean that." 

" Ah ! " said the Colonel sadly, " but I do." 

" Then she is unhappy. I knew she would 
be, I was sure of it," cried Kitty Westminster 
with excitement. 

" The change from the theatre to me is very 
great, and has depressed her," said the Colonel. 
" That I expected. But she will recover soon ; 
she loves her father, thank G-od." 

" And she loves the stage, too ; and how 
will you keep her off that? Besides, what a 
shame it will be ! " she cried. " Why, we want 
more people who can act, and fewer of those 
who can't, and we cannot spare Clara G-alveston, 
who is one in a hundred thousand of us. May 
I come and see her now ? " 

" Not for the world." 

"Why not?" asked Kitty. "Can't you 
trust me ? Don't you trust anybody ? " 

Colonel Darrell winced. Was this the clue 
to much of his unhappiness — ^past and present 
— to others' unhappiness, too ? 

" Miss Darrell is too unwell to see any- 
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body," he said, without replying to all Miss 
Westminster's questions ; " and you will excuse 
me. 

" Oh ! I'll excuse you, Colonel, for you can't 
keep] me away long," she said, " and you have 
a daughter no more likely to forget me alto- 
gether than the public will forget her. Why, 
look over there, just under the blue shepherd 
in a yellow wig,— and that's m^, you know, — 
*Last week of Miss G-alveston.' Look at the 
«ize of that old poster, and be grateful for a 
clever child. Good day, and my love to Clara." 

She tripped away without shaking hands 
with him again, but with a pleasant smile and 
a little defiant nod, as if not very much afraid 
of him for all his woeful and unsympathetic 
countenance. He raised his hat and proceeded 
on his way, glad that the interview was over, 
and the instant afterwards disposed to be sorry, 
as he might have asked a few questions in his 
turn of that inquisitive lady, and learned the 
real truth of Clara Darrell's life. 

He walked back more rapidly to the hotel 
now. The stage life was close to him yet ; the 
stage faces were thick about him still, and 
Clara was not safe within a stone's throw of 
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them all. She was surrounded by them, not 
away from them, and yet he had promised not 
to take her back to a home of which she was 
really afraid. He entered the hotel, and went 
upstairs. He passed into his room and then 
stood close to the door transfixed with aetonish- 
ment. 

Two tall, thin-visaged ladies, not unlike 
himself in feature, sat one on each side of the 
fire, very prim and self-possessed. They had 
set aside their bonnets, smoothed their bands 
of thin grey hair, and were waiting for his 
return with much placidity — two sisters tho- 
roughly at home already. 

He looked wildly round him, but there was 
no sign of Clara Darrell. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

THE MAIDEN AUNTS. 

Clara Darrell was no longer an inmate of the 
hotel on the Embankment, we may say at once. 
Always quick to act, in the interim between 
her father's last leave-taking and his return she 
had taken French-leave herself, instead of that 
time to consider which he had kindly offered 
her. She was afraid that in her father s esti- 
mation she would for ever remain a heartless 
and ungrateful child, but in a few words, hastily 
written in pencil, she had attempted to explain, 
and this note of explanation she had left in an 
envelope upon the table of the sitting-room. It 
had become necessary to make up her mind in 
five minutes, and she had done so. The cruel, 
hateful past was suddenly very close upon her, 
and she must succumb at once, or at all hazards 
escape from it. The letter ran thus : — 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE MAIDEN AUNTS. 109 

"My poor, dear Dad, 

*'I grieve to think what you will 
think of me. But I cannot stop an instant 
longer — I dare not. From the window of our 
room I have seen approaching those who 
shadowed all my youth, and whose want of 
sympathy and love for me would assuredly 
bring about again all the old mistakes. I 
escape from them, for your sake as well as 
my own. They are in London — not in Derby- 
shire — and I am desperately afraid of them. 
Of my own free will, I will meet them no 
more. Grood-bye. Forgive and forget 
" Your loving daughter, 

" Clara Darrell. 

" P.S. — I shall never, never marrv without 
your free consent. I do not go away to Azm." 

When Colonel Darrell had started for his 
walk on the Embankment, he had left his 
daughter to solve a great problem for herself, 
and she had seen him go in all good faith. 
There was no thought of flight from him, till 
looking sadly down upon the busy life without, 
the figures of her two aunts rose up like ghosts 
before her — two sour and Puritanic women 
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with whose real devoutnesff there had always 
mingled a terrible want of consideration, of 
charity, of fair allowance for other mortals' 
weakness, even other mortals' faith when it 
took a different degree of shape and tone from 
theirs ; in a word, the Darrell pride in its most 
objectionable form, and the impulsive girl 
spread her wings and flew from it* 

There was only just time ; they had come 
cautiously across the road from Queen Victoria 
Street, and, indeed, were planted at two sepa- 
rate lamp-posts, in the middle of the road now, 
calmly vigilant, and taking grave precautions 
for their own protection from passing vehicles, 
by refusing to move until perfect safety could 
be absolutely guaranteed. 

Clara Darrell had seen them ; the policeman 
endeavouring to convince them that they were 
not in danger of their lives had attracted her 
attention first, and she sprang to her feet full 
of fear and animation. 

" They are in London, then ! My father 
knew it, and it has all been arranged," were 
her first thoughts. Then she rang the bell, and 
issued rapidly her instructions to the waiter 
who responded to her summons. 
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" Two ladies will inquire for the Colonel in 
a few minutes ; please show them into the room 
and ask them to wait. Their brother, Colonel 
Darrell, will not be very long. If — if," she 
said more hesitatingly, "they should ask for 
me, I have gone out for a few moments." 

" Yes, ma'am." 

Exit the servant, and then Clara Darrell 
dashed off her little note, with her watchful 
eyes on the two spinsters clinging to the bronze 
posts round the lamps in the middle of the 
road, and still terribly uncertain if it were safe 
to make a second start. 

And after her letter was written, and not 
without some bright tears falling, exit Clara 
Darrell into her own room, and out of her 
own room, almost immediately, equipped for 
walking. 

Aunts and niece passed each other on 
opposite sides of the way, even, but the aunts 
were very short-sighted, had carts and omni- 
buses on their minds, and Clara knew of their 
infirmities pretty well. 

It was these two ladies whom Colonel Darrell 
found in his private sitting-room instead of his 
daughter, and at whom he stared and almost 
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frowned. Indeed his general greeting was 
altogether remarkable for its discourtesy. 

"Why, what the devil brings you two 
here ? " he exclaimed, after a glance round for 
his missing child, " I didn't write for you to 
come — I didn't want you — you would have 
seen me in plenty of time." 

" Yes, Leonard," said the elder sister, calm 
and unmoved at the excited outburst of her 
brother, " but we were anxious concerning you. 
We knew you would be very much alone in 
London, and Selina thought our companionship 
might be of service to you." 

" And we could all three go down to Derby- 
shire so nicely together," added the second sister. 

Colonel Darrell looked from one to the other, 
received a kiss from each of them in the exact 
centre of his forehead, and said gruflBy — 

" How is Selina ? " 

"Pretty well, so far as het afflictions will 
permit," answered the elder sister ; " not always 
as resigned as one should be to the calamities 
of life, but — pretty well." 

" And you two ? " 

Both answered at once in the same dry key, 
and precisely in the same words. 
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" We are very well, thank you, Leonard — 
very well indeed." 

" I am very glad to hear it," answered the 
Colonel absently, and looking round the room 
again a little nervously, " What did you say 
you came up for? Oh, yes — I remember — to 
take me down to Derbyshire ; but I have not 
made up my mind to go down yet awhile." 

"There is no occasion for haste," was the 
reply of one sister ; " everything is just as you 
left it at Maversby, and Selina is at home." 

" Thank you, Eebecca — ^yes — exactly. Have 
you seen Clara ? " asked he suddenly. 

" Clara ! " both exclaimed in one breath 
again. " Is she " 

" Yes, she is. Of course she is," he said, 
interrupting them, after his old quick fashion 
of cutting short the remarks of other folk. 
^' You didn't think I was going to leave her 
to the world, and such a world, without an 
effort to get her back again ? I had no quarrel 
with her, no grievance, .like you women. I 
only knew how dear she was to me, and the 
only one left." 

" Surely we are left to you, Leonard," was 
Kebecca DarrelFs mild reproach. 

VOL. I. I 
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" Yes, and you haven't left me long alone, 
have you ? I^ wonder what made me tell you 
in my letter to what hotel I was going," he 
said, thoughtfully and ungraciously. "You 
have spoiled everything — ^you have changed the 
whole business — you have goosed it, by God ! " 

And to his feet sprang the Colonel, and 
round the room he went with his old strides, 
a hasty, choleric man, with not much respect 
for his sisters* feelings, and with a terrible 
certainty growing upon him that all his plans 
were crumbling rapidly to dust. As he re- 
volved round the table, with the cold grey 
eyes of his sisters following him, he caught 
sight of the note, stopped, and made a snatch 
at it. 

" This will explain," he said. 

He tore open the envelope, drew out the 
paper within it, and read the lines which Clara 
had scrawled. The Colonel's face grew very 
troubled as he read. He was deeply wounded, 
deeply moved ; for there were some wonder- 
fully soft spots in this soldier's heart, and the 
sisters watched him more anxiously than their 
calm looks betrayed. This was a crisis — how 
would it end for them ? This man they loved, 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE MAIDEN AUNTS. 115 

and were prepared to make many sacrifices for, 
in order to keep him from the temptations of 
the world; hut they knew of his awful pride, 
his ungovemahle temper, his deplorable self- 
conceit, as well of the many virtues which as 
a Darrell, and a Derbyshire Darrell, he was 
bound to possess. He had his faults, poor 
Leonard ! Probably every man had his faults ; 
it was just possible even that they were faulty 
in some minor points themselves. They could 
not remember when they )iad been in the 
wrong, or had not acted for the right, even 
for the true and best; but then they were 
hardly justified in being their own judges in 
the matter. In all humility, certainly not. 

The Colonel drew a chair before the fire, 
and sat down with the letter in his hands. 

" My dear Leonard," began the elder sister, 
*^ if Clara " 

" Silence, Martha, and read that," he said. 

Reading that was something of a trouble on 
the spur of the moment, and with a gold 
mounted pair of glasses to find, and open and 
clean with a cambric handkerchief, and then 
drop on the carpet and pick up again ; but the 
Colonel waited more patiently than might have 
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been expected. When his sister had read it, 
not without emotion either, although the thin 
lips were compressed very tightly to conceal 
it, he said, " Give it to Rebecca ; " and Rebecca, 
also troubled with glasses of the same pattern 
to find and clean, received the letter, and 
eventually mastered the contents. 

" I found her," said the Colonel, " and 
])rought her here. We were thinking of a 
home together, we two — when you came and 
spoilt it all." 

" You would not have been happy. There 
is no stability in Clara, poor child," said Rebecca. 

" Poor child ! " echoed Martha ; " no." 

"And you have driven her away. Upon 
my soul, I feel to-day I hate the couple of you," 
cried the Colonel. 

Rebecca and Martha Darrell raised their 
hands in protest, elevated their grey eyebrows, 
and exchanged commiserating glances with 
each other, but they did not answer him. 
They remembered his temper of old days, and 
knew how much better it had always been 
to let the storm spend its fury unchecked. 
It saved them contumely, it saved Leonard 
indulging in profane language, it was a quicker 
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way of coming to the point, and the old plan 
was successful in this instance. He became 
suddenly silent again; preseutly he held out 
a hand to each of them. 

" You must not mind my raving. I have 
been bitterly disappointed," he said. 

" I should be glad to know all about Clara 
now, if you do not object very much," replied 
Rebecca Darrell. 

" How she must have hated the lot of you ! " 
remarked the Colonel absently. "How you 
must have preached at her, worried her, thrown 
every petty obstacle in her way ! " 

"She was very young," said Martha, in 
self-defence at this. "We were anxious to 
train her steps aright; we did not think she 
would have rebelled against the authority which 
you gave us to " 

" Yes, yes, that will do," said the Colonel. 
" I don't want to hear Jiny more about it. I 
see it all, I understand." 

"There was the fear of the fate of her 
mother," began Martha afresh, when once more 
the Colonel stopped her, this time with so stern 
a look that an awkward silence followed. 

" I will tell you about Clara," he said after 
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a pause. Then he added, with a little sigh 
and par parenthhis^ " I wonder where she has 
gone now, poor girl." 

We will follow her steps for ourselves, and 
leave the Colonel wondering for awhile. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

THE FRIEND IN NEED. 

It was to Mrs. MacAlister's house in Tavistock 
Street that Clara Darrell flew, straight as an 
arrow. She did not require shelter so much as 
advice ; her own apartments — ^her own " home " 
— ^were still intact in Hereford Road, Bays- 
water, and her household goods were only 
awaiting her orders for removal; but she had 
not made up her mind where to go. She had 
not made up her mind to anything, in fact. 
She was wholly unsettled; everything seemed 
drifting away from her, or else she was drifting 
away herself from all that she had loved — from 
the stage, from her lover, and her father. She 
had been running^ away all her life, it seemed 
now — she had begun her womanhood by es- 
caping from her aunts, and here she was flying 
in haste from them again. What malignant 
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fate was it, she thought, thaft hunted her to 
and fro like this ? Surely not her own fault, 
eccentric as some people might consider her. 
She only wanted love, and faith, and perfect 
confidence, and a good bit of her own way, and 
then she would not be so particularly strange, 
woman as she was ! 

Certainly she did not know her own mind 
at this juncture, and she confessed it fairly to 
the grey-haired old lady in Tavistock Street, 
shedding a few tears over her own utter 
incapacity. 

" I don't know what to do — I can't see my 
way at all," she said. 

Mrs. Mac A lister had been very busy that 
morning writing letters to all friends interested 
in poor Splatterdash and likely to subscribe to 
his benefit, and, with a pair of spectacles on 
her nose, she looked almost like one of the 
aunts herself, as she peered critically over the 
silver rims at the excited girl. 

" Do you want to go back to the Gwynne ? ' 
she asked. 

" No — no ; not yet. I don't know that I 
shall care to go back at all," answered Clara 
Darrell. 
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" Perhaps it is as well," the old actress 
remarked, "although you cannot afford to be 
too capricious with the public yet awhile. You 
are only getting famous, but are not famous 
yet, remember." 

" I was not thinking of the stage." 

" Of Harvey Grange, perhaps ? " was the 
next inquiry* 

" No ; I must not see him. My father must 
not think — oh ! I hope he will not think — I have 
run away to him. That," she added, " would 
be too uncharitable." 

"You study your father's wishes in some 
respects, then, Clara ? " 

" Of course I do," was the reply. " I would 
die for my dear old dad at any time ; but I 
cannot be tortured, preached at, and glared at 
by the women who never cared for me, and who 
drove me from home when I was scarcely more 
than a girl " 

" And a girl so stage-struck that she was 
glad of an excuse to accept a little part in 
Jenkinson's travelling company, until Jenkinson 
went wholly to the bad, and pawned the united 
wardrobes. An unprincipled old man," re- 
marked Mrs. MacAlister, " but most excellent 
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company. What a song he could sing, too, 
when he was young, until brandy-and-water 
made him all natural tremolo ! " 

" What has become of him ? " asked Clara. 

" He's in a lunatic asylum at Birmingham, 
and fancies himself Macready," was the ready 
information proffered. "He must be seventy- 
four, at least. He played at Plymouth in 1830." 

Clara Darrell forgot her troubles at this 
instance of Mrs. MacAlister's remarkable powers 
of memory. An idea came to her very sud- 
denly, and made her hold her breath. This 
famous old actress, great in names and dates of 
plays and players, with the lives of the known 
and unknown as familiar to her as household 
words — what might she not know of the mother 
who had been an actress, and who had had also 
a bad habit of running away from Leonard 
Darrell ? Might not the whole story of that 
mother be behind the wrinkled forehead of this 
old lady, to whom "the profession" came for 
information, as to a public library, when there 
were theatrical facts to prove or dates to recon- 
cile ? What story could she tell of the mother 
— ^the cruel old days when the little baby, Clara, 
was left motherless ? 
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"You knew my motlier," she exclaimed, 
almost sharply ; " you must have known her ? " 

" Oh ! my dear, I don't know everything," 
said Mrs. MacAlister, very quickly. " I did 
not know your name was Darrell till your 
father turned up at my * At Home ' last week — 
you kept your secret so admirably." 

" Yes — yes," said Clara Darrell, feverishly ; 
" but now — why, you must know ! " 

"I don't see why," answered Mrs. Mac- 
Alister ; " it is so long ago since " 

" Since what ? " cried Clara, very quickly, 
" Since you saw my mother — since my father 
was left alone in the world — since the whole 
horrible story was talked about in town ? But 
your memory is unfailing — you forget nothing 
— and you had not forgotten the name of 
Darrell, I am sure, when my father came into 
this room, and took me away." 

The old lady looked very keenly and critic- 
ally at our heroine, but did not answer readily. 
After a moment's consideration, she confessed a 
little. ^ 

" Well, yes," she said, slowly, " I remem- 
bered the name — I remembered the man — 
though I did not say so." 
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" And you remembered the mother, who I 
have been told until to-day was dead ? " added 
the younger woman. 

" Well, yes, I remembered the mother then, 
Clara," replied Mrs. MacAlister. " She was not 
a great actress, only a weak and artificial one* 
But she was a great beauty, the apes said " 

" The apes ? " repeated Clara iDarrell, wonder- 
ingly. 

" I always call them * the apes ' myself — the 
men who come to leer at beauty and grin and 
nod their empty heads at it, and have as much 
real love for the stage and us as this old ink- 
stand," said the actress, with a strong quaver of 
indignation in her voice. " They're the apes, 
my dear. And your mother played to them, 
and — ^is forgotten. And 'tis as well she should 
be." 

" Tell me something of the story, please," 
said Clara Darrell, entreatingly. 

" I thought you came for my, advice as to 
the best course to adopt, now that you have left 
your father," remarked Mrs. MacAlister. " It is 
a miserable story, why say anything about it 
now?" 

" Because " 
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Mrs. MacAlister waited very patiently for 
her to complete her answer. 

"Because," Clara Darrell continued, "you 
might tell me something to make me happier, 
perhaps." 

" What would that be, child ? " 

" That my mother was — was very sorry for 
all the past, at last," she answered, " for my 
father and for me. That she did not go away 
heartlessly, remorselessly, as my poor father 
thinks to this day, but in great grief and trouble, 
tempted sorely, a poor weak woman, but not 
wholly bad. Oh ! not so bad as he thinks, dear 
old friend of mine, say that, please do ! " en- 
treated Clara Darrell. 

This young lady, who had been recom- 
mended peace and rest, and freedom from 
excitement, was having a busy time of it. 
In the moral atmosphere about her there were 
strong electric currents which affected her, and 
with their force might strike her presently. She 
was crying now — there were tears running down 
her cheeks — and she was altogether deeply moved. 

The elder woman listening to her was moved 
deeply also — nay, she was surprised at the 
earnestness and grief of her companion, and sat 
with a bewildered look upon her face. 
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" Would you like to see your mother, at any 
time ? " she asked in a soft voice. 

" She is really not dead, then ! " exclaimed 
Clara. " You knpw, perhaps, where she is ? " 

"I do." 

" Oh ! I am so glad. If I could only see her 
once — ^just once." 

"What would Colonel Darrell say?" re- 
marked Mrs. MacAlister. 

Clara turned pale. She had forgotten her 
father and what he would think of her — ^this 
man still treasuring up his bitter wrong and 
still beneath its shadow. 

'* I don't know," she answered, sadly. 

" Not that I altogether respect your father," 
said Mrs. MacAlister. " He was as unwise as 
she, and he did not understand her. But — you 
wish this ? " 

"Yes." 

"And you will not make yourself known 
to her — there shall be no scene — no fresh com- 
plications." 

" Oh ! no. I promise." 

" Come upstairs with me, then." 

" Upstairs ? She is in this house ? " 

" Yes," was the reply. 
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CHAPTER XIY. 

THE PAST SHADOWS. 

This was to be a day of surprises for Clara 
Darrell — there was no end to them, it seemed. 
First, the lover to beg her pardon humbly, and 
sue on his knees for reconciliation; then the 
aunts, like two of the witches in Macbeth, 
adrift in the middle of Bridge Street, Black- 
friars, with the third witch left behind in Derby- 
shire ; and, thirdly and lastly, the mother within 
a few yards of her — the mother whom she had 
thought dead until this memorable day. 

Clara Darrell was romantic, and had had, at 
least, strange views of life's duties and voca- 
tions ; but here romance was overpowering her 
at last, and the sober realities of existence 
would have been far more acceptable and, on 
the whole, far better. She was very much 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



128 WOMEN ARE STRANGE, 

excited — the world was spinning round with 
her, and bringing many changes. 

Suddenly she sat down in a chair again. 

" I am feeling faint," she said. " Water, 
please." 

Mrs. MacAlister was quick to supply the 
wants of her visitor, who speedily recovered 
under the prompt treatment of her friend. 

" I am better," she said. " I can see her 
now without betraying myself." 

"Else you are no actress," replied Mrs. 
MacAlister. 

"How kind you have been to her — I am 
sure you have," said Clara. " I see it all from 
the beginning to the end of this sad story." 

" Then I admire your perspicacity," was the 
dry answer. 

"You have been my mother's friend — just 
as dear Kitty Westminster is mine," cried 
Clara ; " and when she came back, penitent for 
all the past, you were merciful and gave her 
shelter here. You have supported her — shielded 
her — been altogether a noble and generous 
woman, thinking for others, not of yourself — 
and I am very, very grateful." 

" Stop, stop, stop ! " cried Mrs. MacAlister ; 
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" your tongue trips along too fast, young lady* 
You sum up too quickly the thoughts and 
actions of everybody about you, and so often 
make mistakes. You cannot estimate the cha- 
racters of people by the wayside from the 
window of a special train which is rushing 
along with you." 

Clara Darrell thought this might be true. 
Her aunts had said something like this long 
ago, when she was only a child, and had judged 
them as harshly as they had treated her. Quick 
to form an opinion and act upon it, quick to 
resent, quick to loVe or hate, it was fortunate 
for this child of genius that she had passed 
through life so fairly yet. Such wayward 
children as she lose themselves, at times. 

"Well, let me go with you, and see and 
hear for myself," Clara urged. 

" You are hardly to be trusted yet," was 
the reply ; " and 1 don't want you to betray 
your relationship. That is a promise, you 
remember ? " 

" Yes — I remember." 

" Your mother is a confirmed invalid," Mrs. 
MacAlister explained. "The floor above my 
own belongs to her. She does not care to be 
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known to many of her old companions. She 
likes me to spend a few minutes with her every 
day, and tell her the news of the theatres she 
loves still. I don't think she loves anything 
else." 

" Have I not said you were kind and 
merciful to her ? " asked Clara. 

" Kind ! — not at all. She pays a handsome 
rent here, and is a liberal friend." 

" She is not poor, then ? " exclaimed Clara. 

" She is very well off — although she has not 
made me her confidante, and I am scarcely 
privileged to assert as much. When I am in 
sore need of money," she continued — •* and that 
afl&iction occurs now and then, Clara — she helps 
me with a loan; and when she heard that 
Splatterdash was hard pressed for a sovereign, 
she sent him fifty, to be repaid out of the pro- 
ceeds of his benefit. And Splatterdash is very 
grateful, and has been seen ever since very 
much intoxicated — with joy." 

Clara Darrell hardly seemed to be listening. 
She sat with hands clasped together, thinking 
of the perplexity of it all — of the moral of it all ! 

" Is she penitent ? — does she grieve very 
much for the past ? " 
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" I can't say she grieves." 

" But she is not — oh ! Mrs. MacAlister, that 
man is not with her now? For God's sake, 
don't tell me that ! " 

And Clara Darrell rose up, with flashing 
eyes and throbbing chest — ^a proud and angry 
woman. 

" No, no ; he is dead, my dear," replied the 
old lady. " There was an end of him abroad, 
and your mother was left a little of his money. 
I suppose he liked her, after his fashion — 
I don't know. Shall we go upstairs and see 
her now ? " 

Clara shivered somewhat 

" I am not quite certain I care to go now," 
she replied, very thoughtfully. 

** Just as you please. I thought I would tell 
you a little of the mother before we went. She 
will know you as the great Miss Galveston," 
said Mrs. MacAlister. ^'She reads all the 
newspaper puffs, and will be interested in you." 

" You have spoken of me ? " 

" Oh ! very often," replied Mrs. MacAlister, 
" little thinking you were Colonel Darrell's 
daughter, though. That seems to me to have 
been a secret wonderfully well kept." 
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"I was afraid of my father," answered 
Clara. " I knew lie hated the stage, and I do 
not wonder at it." 

" He was a hard man, and hated a great 
many things, when I knew a little of him. 
But shall we go upstairs ? " said Mrs. Mac- 
Alister, for the second time. 

" Yes, let us go. I should like to see her^ 
for once*" 

" Once may be enough," said Mrs. Mac- 
Alister quietly. "Mrs, Cuthhert has many 
faults." 

" You do not love her — or pity her, then ? " 

"Well, we do not always agree," Mrs. 
MacAlister confessed; "but we are friends, 
and — sometimes — I pity her a little." , 

" Why do you want me to see her ? " asked 
Clara suddenly. 

" I have not said that I do," answered the 
old actress. " You would have learned nothing 
of your mother if you had not cometo me this 
morning." 

"Is my father to know this? Can I tell 
him she is here ? " 

" It is not worth while. He scared me last 
week when I first saw him stalk into my 
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rooms ; but I dissembled beautifully. In all 
my life I never acted better than that evening. 
And," she said again, "it is not worth while 
that Colonel Darrell should seB your mother." 

" But you wish me — I am sure you do, 
now." 

" * Never be sure of anything that a woman 
says or does,' a cynical wretch asserts of us," 
said Mrs. MacAlister ; " but if I have a wish 
that way I will tell you when we come down- 
stairs again." 

"You will?" 

"To be sure." 

" I am ready." 

" Lean upon my arm," said the elder 
lady, " and let the old. school support the 
young, for once. And, above all things — no 
scene, Clara. We are not at the Gwynne, 
recollect, and you will not find anything to 
excite you, if you keep cool." 
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CHAPTER XV. 

THE MOTHER. 

The two actresses went slowly to the next floor 
together. 

On the broad landing-place without a new 
thought came suddenly and forcibly to the 
younger. 

^^ She has spoken of me as Miss Galveston, 
you say ? " said Clara. 

"Yes." 

" Has she at any time spoken of her own 
daughter — the little Clara Darrell?" she in- 
quired. ** Has she wondered what has become 
of her, and what kind of woman she has grown 
to be, left motherless so young ? " 

" I have never heard her mention your 
name, child," said Mrs. MacAlister ; " but then 
it might distress her too much to think of that." 

Clara sighed. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE MOTHER. 135 

" All ! most likely," she replied. " Let me 
see this strange mother ; I am curious." 

At the door of the front room Mrs. Mac- 
Alister knocked smartly, and a voice from 
within languidly bade them enter. Mrs. Mac- 
Alister, touching our heroine on the arm as a 
hint to remain for an instant in the background, 
opened the door and stepped into the room. 

" I have brought a friend to see you, Clara," 
said Mrs. MacAlister. 

Clara ! Her own name. She was christened 
after the mother, Clara remembered very pain- 
fully. 

The languid voice replied, " You know how 
weak I am, Sophie, and how sorely visitors 
distress me. Why " 

" It is Miss G-alveston, who has expressed a 
wish to see you," was the explanation proffered 
here. 

" Miss Galveston — the popular Miss Galves- 
ton ! " exclaimed the voice, pitched now to a 
high key and considerably strengthened in tone. 
" Oh ! I am delighted and honoured. This is 
very kind of you, Sophie, indeed. Pray come 
in." 

Mrs. MacAlister signalled to Clara to 
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advance, and then the daughter was in the 
room, looking outwardly very calmly at the 
mother — looking across, as it were, the vista 
of the cruel years which had lain between them 
both. A strange meeting of two strange women 
— ^but, then, " Women are strange," 

Mrs. Cuthbert — by which name we may as 
well call her for the present — reclined in a 
semi-recumbent position close to one of the 
windows of her room. There was a table by 
her side, heaped with newspapers and innumer- 
able flimsy copies of modem acting plays. She 
was wrapped closely in a grey flannel dressing- 
gown, and over her shoulders was spread a 
Cashmere shawl, costly still in its appearance, 
though soiled and faded, and with some gold 
threads woven in its texture looking dull and 
brassy. She turned towards Clara a pinched 
face that might have attracted pity from an 
observer, for the wear and tear of pain it 
indicated, had it not been for the powder and 
the little dabs of red upon the cheeks — a poor, 
abortive effort to look well to herself and Mrs. 
MacAlister. One of the hands — which were 
very thin and loaded with costly rings — was 
stretched out to welcome the daughter whom 
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she had not seen for more than eighteen years, 
and did not know at that time. 

"You pay me a great compliment, Miss 
Galveston," she said, " which I cannot rise to 
acknowledge owing to a terrible infirmity. You 
will excuse me, I am sure." 

" Pray do not speak of it," answered Clara* 

" Please sit down. Sophie, dear, find a 
chair, too, will you ? " she said. " It fidgets me 
to see you standing, as if you were exulting in 
your superior health and strength." 

" I have not much to boast of," remarked 
Mrs MacAlister. 

" Oh ! yes, you have. You can get about, 
and you are almost twice my age. Think of 
that," she said querulously. " Think of the 
years of splendid triumphs you have had ; 
whilst I, in my youth, was doomed to be set 
aside, just as my prospects were brightening, 
and the public was appreciating the talents I 
possessed. To think that an insecure trap 
should have been the cause of it all. Miss 
Galveston, and brought on this dreadful spinal 
complaint. You can understand all this, and 
imagine how hard was my fate." 

**Ye — es," murmured Clara, with her eyes 
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fixed upon the mother so eagerly that Mrs. 
Mac A lister became watchful in her turn. 

" You will take a little wine, or a little 
weak brandy and water? — I always take that 
myself. Sophie, will you kindly '* 

" Nothing, nothing, please," answered Clara. 
" Go on, madam — pray proceed." 

Mrs. Cuthbert was very much astonished at 
this, as well as very pleased. To discover any 
one anxious to listen to the recital of her 
ailments and misfortunes and past glories — 
which she was prone to discourse upon at an 
insufferable length when the chance was pre- 
sented to her — was, indeed, a sweet boon and 
comfort. A most engaging and amiable young 
gentlewoman, this Miss Galveston, she was 
akeady perfectly assured. 

" I was before your time. Miss Galveston — a 
little before your time, I dare say," she re- 
sumed ; " bi;t the name of Cuthbert has not 
wholly died out. You can remember it very 
well. I played the principal parts in most of 
the pieces at Mr. Splatterdash's theatres. I 
have had as many as thirty bouquets thrown to 
me in one night, not to mention those left at 
the stage door, for they " — with a little affected 
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laugh which made Clara shiver — " may he con- 
sidered as private and confidential." 

"Yes." 

"Do you get any houquets, Miss Galves- 
ton?" 

" Not many." 

" Ah ! they are out of fashion now, except 
at the opera, or unless one pays for them. It 
was a pretty custom." 

" But lacking in spontaneity," observed Mrs. 
MacAlister. "I have paid for one or two 
myself in my day, and have always blushed to 
think of it since. As if / wanted bouquets as a 
hall-mark to popularity ! " 

"You were in a different line," said Mrs. 
Cuthbert; "mine was the light comedy, and' I 
remember when you were absolutely jealous of 
the way the papers raved of me, and the people 
crowded to the stalls." 

"Ah! yes — the stalls," said Mrs. Mac- 
Alister, thoughtfully. 

" What do you mean by that ? " 

" Give me a good big crowd at the pit and 
gallery, night after night," exclaimed Mrs. 
MacAlister ; " a crowd of men and of women, 
pushing, fighting, and screaming for places and 
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paying for places — and you may have all the 
stalls for me. And that has been my lot a few- 
times — and Miss Gralveston's once, in Phipps's 
comedy." 

"We were equally distinguished in our 
different line, I repeat," said Mrs. Cuthbert, 
positively. 

" Ahem ! " coughed Mrs. MacAlister* " Well, 
we need not trouble Miss Gralveston with the 
stories of our triumphs." 

" I was only asking Miss Gralveston if she 
remembered me." 

" No," Miss Galveston replied for herself, in 
a hollow voice that was a little startling. 

" I should have thought that you would 
have been well acquainted with theatrical 
annals, being one of us," remarked Mrs. Cuth- 
bert, tartly. " There were my portraits in all 
the print-shops — every one of these books con- 
tains a part I have played in. I read them 
over and over again." 

" Why ? " asked the daughter. 

" They are my chief consolation in affiction. 
I look back at the past through their pages ; I 
dream of all the past successes ; I see the crowd 
again from my place upon the stage ; and the 
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happy days are closer to me, and make amends 
for these." 

" The] happy days ! " echoed Clara Darrell. 
" Did you say * the happy ? ' " 

" Yes, my dear. Why not ? '* 

" You look back and say ' the happy days,* 
madam," Clara said once more, and in a low, 
tremulous tone. "Yours must have been a 
very peaceful, blameless life, then." 

" Clara ! " said the warning voice of the 
friend who had brought her to this invalid. 

" Oh ! I was very popular," answered the 
unconscious Mrs. Cuthbert, " and life was all 
excitement and applause. Why my accident 
did not drive me mad I often wonder." 

"And they were happy days until that 
accident ? " 

" Assuredly," she replied. " Has not your 
success brought any happiness ? " 

" No, madam," was the answer ; " I think 
not now." 

" How very remarkable ; but there, there — 
there's no telling what troubles people may 
have. I have had mine " 

"Ha!" 

" And got over them — and forgotten them, 
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replied Mrs. Outhbert. "I wish you would 
have a little weak brandy and water, Miss 
Gralveston — I do, indeed." 

" Thank you — I am going now." 

" Groing ! " exclaimed Mrs. Outhbert. 

"Yes; I would prefer to go," said Clara, 
rising. I — I have had the honour of seeing 
you once. I am pressed for time, and really 
must depart." 

" On some other occasion, I hope " 

" No — ^that is quite impossible. Good day. 
You will excuse me — I cannot stop here ! " 

And Clara Darrell hurried out of the room, 
without waiting for Mrs. MacAlister to accom- 
pany her. 

Mrs. Cuthbert looked after Clara Darrell in 
a bewildered manner, and then said to Mrs. 
MacAlister — 

" What an extraordinary young woman, to 
be sure." 

" She is strange," assented Mrs. MacAlister. 

" No repose about her, Sophie." 

"Not much." 

" What some people would call stuck-up, I 
fancy," said the invalid. " Did you notice how 
little she cared to hear about me, as if she were 
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the only actress in the world worth considera- 
tion?" 

" Well, you do talk a little too much of your 
successes, Clara," answered Mrs. MacAlister; 
" it is your weakness," 

"Still she might have listened patiently, 
and not hetrayed any professional jealousy of a 
poor woman like me," whimpered Mrs. Cuth- 
bert ; " that was paltry vanity. I don't admire 
this Miss Galveston at all. I have taken a 
supreme dislike to her. I " 

" Shall I mix you a little weak brandy and 
water now ? " asked Mrs. MacAlister, with a 
quiet little shiver to herself. 

" No, ring for my maid, please ; she can 
attend to me. My head aches dreadfully," she 
replied. " Oh ! my poor nerves." 

" Oh ! poor mother," muttered Mrs. Mac- 
Alister to herself, as she went out of the room. 

When she was downstairs on the first floor 
she found Clara Darrell lying in a swoon on 
the carpet. The crisis had come at last; the 
excitement of the day, the neglect of all the 
warnings promulgated by the doctor, the meet- 
ing with the mother, and the disappointment 
which had followed the interview, had finally 
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brought Miss Darrell to the ground. Thel^ 
was another visitor in the room also — Miss 
Kitty Westminster, who was bending over 
Clara, shedding copious tears and begging her 
to rouse herself. 

" Oh ! Mrs. MacAlister, look at the poor 
dear," cried Kitty, all emotion and sympathy. 
"Is she dead, do you think? Have they quite 
worried her to death, the brutes? Send for 
a doctor. Please do something, or I shall 
scream! " 

" You are about the silliest young woman, 
Kitty, I ever knew," said Mrs. MacAlister. 
" Lift up her head, unfasten lier collar, and take 
her hat off, whilst I get some water. Making 
that noise will not do her any good." 

Mrs. MacAlister bustled about, and presently 
Clara Darrell was sitting up again, very white 
and staring. 

" How came you here ? I am so glad to see 
you," she said. 

" Never mind me — and don't bother," Kitty 
replied. " Don't keep staring at me like that, 
there's a dear. You curdle every drop of blood 
in my body." 

" I am better now — I think," Clara added, 
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doubtfully, "And — and — don't you think a 
glass of wine would do me good ? " she said 
suddenly, with a suggestive look at Mrs. Mac- 
Alister, which that shrewd old lady was quick 
to comprehend. Kitty Westminster was to be 
got out of the room for a few minutes on some 
pretext or other. 

"Yes, I think so," replied Mrs. MacAlister. 
"Kitty, will you take my keys, and in the 
cellaret in the next room you will find a 
decanter of port. Do you mind ? " 

"Not a bit," said the unceremonious and 
unsuspicious Kitty, marching off at once. 

Clara turned quickly to Mrs. MacAlister, as 
the door closed behind Miss Westminster. 

" Why did you want me to see my mother ? " 
she asked. " You promised you would tell me 
afterwards." 

" To dispel an illusion," answered Mrs. Mac- 
Alister ; " you might have thought too much of 
the mother had you not seen her for yourself." 

" She was wholly to blame, then ? " 

" I am not so sure of that," answered Mrs. 
MacAlister. " I knew. very little of the story, 
save that your father was a hard man, and did 
not understand his wife." 

YOL. I. L 
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" Could he have saved her, do you think ? " 

Mrs. MacAlister shook her head. 

" She would not leave the stage — even after 
she was married," was the answer here, with 
two very searching eyes upon her questioner. 

"And was there another motive that led 
you to bring us face to face ? " asked Clara next. 

The grey-haired old lady placed her hand 
on the young woman's. 

" Yes," she confessed ; " to show you, Clara 
Darrell, the seamy side of the calling which 
has been my pride and glory — ^to show you a 
poor woman for whom the stage was most 
unfit." 

" Was it the fault of the stage ? " 

" Let us say her own fault," answered Mrs. 
MacAlister, " in justice to ourselves." 
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CHAPTER XVI, 

NO BETTER, 

Clara Barrell and Clara Darrell's father had 
been snflBciently warned of the result of any 
excitement on the weak nature of the former, 
but with the best intentions the force of events 
had been too strong for them. The "talented 
Miss Gralveston " was only a few days in advance 
of the bogus news which little March of the 
Gwynne had promulgated to his audience, and 
she was now ill in sober earnest. 

Clara did not rally from her attack at Mrs. 
MacAlister's. It was only for a few moments 
that she was able to speak and put one or two 
anxious questions to her friend, and then there 
followed a second swoon, much lamentation 
from Miss Westminster, and no little conster- 
nation in the house in Tavistock Street, Covent 
Garden. 

A doctor had been sent for, and had pro-* 
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nounced Miss Darrell to be in a very sad way, 
and perfect rest and quiet desiderata^ without 
whicli he would not answer for the result. 
Under any circumstances she was not to be 
moved from the house, and was to be put to bed 
at once, and wait, if possible, for the better health 
which the doctor hoped would come with time 
and patience and very careful nursing. Other- 
wise — and here he shook his head and walked 
away, calling again in the evening to find 
Clara Darrell delirious and raving of the stage, 
and Harvey Grange, her father and her mother. 
"I don't think she will get over it," said 
Kitty Westminster, wringing her hands. 

"Yes, she will," answered the more com- 
posed Mrs. MacAlister, " and if you don't make 
quite so much noise." 

" I shan't leave again until she's better." 
" I think you will, Kitty," was the reply, 
"for I haven't room for you here, and you 
would make a fussy nurse." 

" I shan't play to-night. I " 

" You have your bread to win ; you cannot 
aflFord to aggravate a manager and an audience," 
said Mrs. MacAlister. " There, go and do your 
best, ' honest Kitty.' " 
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Which was a name Miss Westminster went 
by very often as a compliment to her straight- 
forwardness and her utter detestation of " bosh." 
She was an actress whom most of the profes- 
sion admired for her genuineness and her high 
spirits, off the stage as well as on, but only one 
of the best of a bad school for all that. Not a 
wise young lady, in any degree, but at least 
one whom everybody could trust, and who had 
the enviable art of knowing how to take care 
of herself, and to take care of others too, if it 
were necessary. 

" I shall come back immediately after the 
play," she said. "I shouldn't sleep a wink if 
I didn't know how she was getting on." 

*'Very well," said Mrs. MacAlister reluct- 
antly. 

"And I should like to get here early to 
breakfast, and " 

" Please, run away," cried the old lady, 
" and don't tell the whole world yet awhile 
that the great Galveston is ill, or I shall be 
worried to death by people I don't care to see." 

"Oh!" 

" What is the matter now ? " 

" There's that dear old father of hers — ^the 
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nicest widower I ever saw in my life, Mrs. 
MacAlister, and all widowers are very interest- 
ing — ^somebody must tell him now," she said. 

" Yes ; presently." 

** Shall I take a hansom and drive to his 
hotel and leave the news ? " suggested Kitty. 

"No, you can leave all that to me," said 
Mrs. MacAlister. " I have not made up my 
mind what to do. It's a vexatious and com- 
plicated piece of business." 

"What is?" 

"Never mind, my dear," answered Mrs. 
MacAlister ; " perhaps you shall know shortly. 
And, by the way, Colonel Darrell is not a 
widower, Kitty." 

"Not a widower! Eeally?" exclaimed 
Kitty. " Well, you do astonish me." 

" And if he were a widower to-morrow, it 
would not be any use Kitty Westminster's 
setting her cap — and bells — at him," remarked 
the old lady ; " I am very sure of that." 

Kitty blushed. 

" Don't you imagine I should think of such 
a thing," said Kitty, " although he's a kind of 
man to fall in love with, and console for his 
previous disappointments, perhaps. But I like 
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him because he's Clara's father — ^that's all, 
Mrs. MacAlister, No intentions, I assure you. 
Besides " 

"Well?" 

" Besides, I am engaged," she cried, " and I 
will tell you all about it in a day or two. You 
and Clara together, when the poor dear comes 
round. It's the funniest story ; good-bye. I'm 
really oflF now till after the burlesque." 

" Don't make your usual noise on the knocker 
when you call again," said the old actress; 
" Clara may be asleep." 

" All right. I'll shy up something at the 
first-floor window, if I see a light. Au revoir, 
I'm gone at last. Well, to think Colonel Darrell 
has a wife living — Clara's mother, too ! Why, 
Clara told me " 

" Good evening, Kitty," said Mrs. Mac- 
Alister, closing the street door gently upon 
this garrulous young lady, and proceeding 
upstairs to the room of the invalid thus sud- 
denly quartered on her establishment. Mrs. 
MacAlister was very much perplexed, and 
hardly knew what should be the next step. 
She was a warm-hearted old lady, who did not 
mind trouble, but at first glance this was an 
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extraordinary trouble, of which she did not see 
her way clearly out. It was a responsibility 
which she did not care to accept, and when it 
was reported later on that Clara Darrell was 
no better, the old, handsome face became graver 
and more thoughtful. 

" He had better know it now,'* she said, as 
she dashed off a note to Colonel Darrell, at the 
Royal Hotel, Blackfriars ; " and here's the very 
man to take him the news," she added, as a 
gentleman entered the drawing-room and bade 
her good evening. 

"Major Elphicks,'* she said, "you can do 
me a favour." 

" I shall be delighted, I am sure." 

Major Elphicks proved to be the gentleman 
who had been gi'eat in diamond studs on the 
night of Mrs. MacAlister's " At Home." 

" You will be sorry to hear that Miss 
Galveston is very ill. You have run after her 
a great deal in your day, without effect, and 
made Harvey Grange, with effect, considerably 
jealous. In fact," she added, " it's all through 
you that this wild goose chase began, continued, 
and is ended here." 

" Ah ! " said the Major, " I am extremely 
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Sony, for I admire Miss Galveston, or Miss 
Darrell, far more than she admires me. What 
can I do?" 

" See your old acquaintance, Colonel Darrell, 
at the Royal Hotel, and give him this," answered 
Mrs. MacAlister, presenting the note. 

" Certainly ; with pleasure. And Harvey 
Grange, does he know — — " 

" Nothing at present." 

"He is not worthy of her," said Major 
Elphicks ; " and I shall tell Colonel Darrell so." 

" You might tell him the state of your 
affections too." 

" Humph, I don't think I will," was the 
reply ; " not at once, at any rate. It was always 
diflScult to know how the Colonel would take 
anything. An odd man." 

" All men are odd," remarked Mrs. Mac- 
Alister, as if women were the only prosaic 
beings on earth, and invariably very patient, 
plodding, gentle, and common-place creatures, 
troubled by none of the eccentricities patent to 
the other sex. 
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CHAPTER XYII. 

A HOUSE FULL, 

Mrs. MacAlister had reckoned without her 
host in sending for Colonel Darrell — and cer- 
tainly had not reckoned for a liost to follow the 
important news which she had considered it 
her duty to deliver at the hotel. 

It was about eight in the evening when 
Colonel Darrell and his two sisters and Major 
Elphicks and Dr. Lambertson — especially called 
for en route — were all in the actress's drawing- 
room, plying her with innumerable questions. 
It looked like another " At Home," only there 
was a solemnity about it on this occasion that 
was a little depressing. 

Dr. Lambertson was the only person allowed 
to see the invalid, and this was under protest 
from Mrs. MacAlister, who stood upon her 
rights, and had entire confidence in her own 
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medical man for whom she had sent to attend 
the invalid. 

" You'll worry that poor girl to death 
between you all," she said, when the doctor 
had gone upstairs. 

The Colonel was depressed and deferential ; 
all his old haughtiness of demeanour had 
evaporated, and he was only anxious for the 
welfare of his daughter. It was on his con- 
science that he had had his share in exciting 
Clara, too, and helping to drive her from the 
apartments which he had taken for her, and he 
was not easy in his mind. As for his sisters, 
he positively loathed the sight of them at 
that moment, although they were interested in 
Clara also, and had insisted upon accompany- 
ing him. 

"No, Mrs. MacAlister, we will not," said 
the Colonel ; "no one shall see her until the 
doctor gives his express permission. I am 
content that she's safe — and in good hands." 

He bowed formally but graciously to the 
actress, who was somewhat softened by the 
Colonel's conciliatory manner, and bowed in 
response to his compliment. 

"And as for Dr. Lambertson — you will 
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excuse bis seeing his own patient, I am sure," 
the Colonel added. 

" Very well," said Mrs. MacAlister. 

" And although we have not seen our niece 
for four years or more, you must not think, 
madam, that we have lost our interest in her 
or our affection for her," remarked Rebecca 
Darrell ; " she is very dear to both of us." 

" Yes — I suppose so, or I should not be 
favoured by such a procession as this," replied 
the actress. "Did you ever see the Wedding 
March at the Court ? " 

" I was never presented at Court," answered 
Rebecca, in the simplest faith. 

" I was speaking of the Court Theatre," said 
Mrs. MacAlister. 

"I never go to theatres. What wed- 
ding " 

" Rebecca," said the Colonel gravely, " will 
you oblige me by holding your tongue for the 
present." 

" Oh ! certainly," she answered, with a faint 
toss of her head. " I was only answering the 
lady's questions." 

Dr. Lambertson came downstairs again with 
the news that Miss Darrell did not know him^ 
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and was in a bad way. Everything had been 
done that was possible to be done, and there 
was no immediate danger. He was going to 
step round, and see the other doctor. 

**Will you come with me, Colonel?" he 
asked. 

" Certainly — for a few minutes — if you will . 
allow me." 

" I think I'll go, too," said Major Elphicks, 
rising. "Now that I have heard the latest 
news, I must rest content. Ladies, good even- 
ing, and my best and most earnest wishes for 
the speedy recovery of your niece." 

Both the Misses Darrell rose and indulged 
in stately courtesies in response to the Major's 
elaborate bow. 

"A most gentlemanly man," said Martha 
Darrell to Mrs. MacAlister, after he had de- 
parted. "Was an ensign in the regiment in 
which my brother was once captain, he tells 
me." 

" He's a weak and foolish sort of a fellow," 
observed Mrs. MacAlister, " but with no vice 
in him, as jockeys say of a horse. And that's 
about all I can say of Am." 

Meanwhile Colonel Darrell and Dr. Lambert- 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



158 WOMEN ABE STRANGE. 

son had said good evening to Major Elphicks 
and gone their way. When they were in the 
street, the Doctor said — 

" I don't want you with me, Colonel — ^but 
I thought I would give you one more hint. 
Don't attempt to see your daughter, or let 
anybody else see her, until I give permission 
myself." 

" I will not. Doctor. Is she really in danger, 
then?'* 

" She will pull through," he answered ; 
" take my word for it — if there's no new and 
aggravating complication. That rests with 
yourself." 

" I am an aggravating complication, then ? " 
said the Colonel ruefully. " Ah ! well, I 
suppose I am. Did you say she did not know 
you?" 

" Yes. And she talks a great deal of her 
mother. Is she " 

" She and I spoke of the mother to-day a 
great deal," said the Colonel thoughtfully. " I 
see what is on her mind — it's all my fault." 

" Yery likely," said Dr. Lambertson. 

" Will this be a long illness ? " inquired the 
father. 
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" It will not be a very short one, I fear." 

" Then I shall leave the hotel at once, and 
get apartments somewhere near," said the 
Colonel. 

" Will your sisters remain in town ? " 

" Yes — certainly," the Colonel answered. 
"Why do you ask?" 

" Oh ! I thought your sisters might be 
going back to Derbyshire to-morrow." 

" I wish to God they were," blurted out the 
Colonel. " I mean I wish that — that they had 
never taken such a long journey at such an 
inopportune occasion." 

" Exactly. I shall see you again," and then 
Dr. Lambertson marched away, and the Colonel 
looked after him and wondered if the man had 
given him more hints than one. 

Presently he was upstairs in Mrs.MacAlister s 
drawing-room again, whence Mrs. MacAlister 
had, with a polite excuse, withdrawn and left 
the sisters to themselves. 

" Leonard, what do you think of doing ? " 
asked Martha Darrell. "When shall I be 
allowed to see Clara ? " 

" And I ? " added Rebecca. 

" Not yet awhile," he answered ; " not before 
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yoTi are back in Derbyshire, I fancy. You must 
not leave Selina too long alone." 

" We thought of telegraphing to her to 
come up, in case of the worst." 

" Oh ! good Lord, did you ? " said the 
Colonel. "No, we don't want any more at 
present. You'll have to go down to her, I 
fancy." 

"We shall not leave whilst Clara is in any 
danger," said Eebecca; "thank Heaven, we 
know our duty better than that. Martha and 
I have been thinking that if we took it in turns 
to nurse her, it would be better than having 
any strange and unsympathetic person who " 

" Excuse my interrupting you " 

" You always do, Leonard ; but go on." 

" I have made every arrangement now," he 
said, " and everything is for the best — nurses 
and all. You and Martha will return to the 
hotel at once — ^it is an easy distance from here, 
and you can look in when you like, of course." 

"And you?" 

" I shall not stir from this house," said the 
Colonel. " I have been having a little conver- 
sation with the landlady downstairs — a very 
estimable old lady, but deplorably deaf — and 
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she has very kindly oflfered, tinder the sad cir- 
cumstances which have arisen, to make over 
the front and back parlour to my especial use, 
and go somewhere else to lodge.'* 

** What's thatf^^ said the excited voice of 
Mrs. MacAlister behind them. The actress had 
stolen in noiselessly, in her list slippers, and 
had heard the last statement of the Colonel, 
which had almost taken away every particle of 
her breath with astonishm^it. 

" I have engaged with the landlady down- 
stairs, Mrs. MacAlister, for the hire of her 
apartments," explained the Colonel once more. 
" You will be glad to hear this," 

"Shall I?" replied Mrs. MacAlister, still 
panting. " And — and, mercy on me, when do 
you come ? " 

" Oh ! I'm not going away again," he said. 
" I have paid her handsomely for the extra 
trouble I have caused — I do not remember what 
I gave her, but it was all I had in my pocket, 
and she seemed very thankful. It's a pity 
she's so deaf," he added, the landlady's affliction 
having evidently struck him seriously, it having 
led on his part to very considerable shouting, 
up in a corner, too, as he had feared his bellow- 
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ings into her ear would disturb his daughter's 
rest upstairs. 

Mrs. MacAlister turned pale and sat down. 
" I am sorry," she murmured, " very sorry. 
It will distress Clara very much to know you 
are in the same house. You must consider that 
very seriously. Colonel." 

" Don't tell her." 

" Ah ! yes —no — I had forgotten that." 

" There is not the slightest occasion to tell 
her," said the Colonel. "I shall not see her 
until the doctor gives me full permission." 

"Yes— hut " 

" My dear lady," said the Colonel, " pray 
trust me to be discreet, with all the happiness 
of my life at stake. I will be the staidest and 
quietest of men, waiting downstairs patiently 
for the better news, which, God grant, will 
come quickly to me." 

"Yes, still " 

Again Colonel DarrelFs bad habit of not 
waiting for his companion's answer asserted 
itself. He was too eager to get on with his 
own side of the argument to listen to the 
others, and, besides, it was a clear waste of 
time, now that he had made up his mind. 
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"And it IS all settled for good," lie said. 
"The landlady goes in half an hour. I have 
sent a messenger for my boxes from the hotel, 
and here is home for me." 

" Yes, home indeed ! " whispered Mrs. Mac- 
Alister to herself. 

And it was home, or something like it — a 
something with a strange and awful diiBFerence, 
which only the actress could have explained. 
Father, mother, and child under one roof, and 
each apart and ignorant of the triple union. 
How was it to end now? thought Mrs. Mac- 
Alister. What was to follow this ? 
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CHAPTER XYIII. 

CONVALESCENCE. 

The reader will thank us for not dwelling too 
iong upon the details of Clara Darrell's illness. 
Suffice it to say that it was sharp and dangerous, 
but not a protracted malady, although getting 
back the strength was a process somewhat diffi- 
cult of accomplishment for Dr. Lambertson, who 
had once more taken the complete charge of his 
patient. 

Before a week had elapsed Clara Darrell 
was allowed to sit up in her room and see, for a 
few minutes at a time, those friends who had 
been solitioous concerning her, and here at 
fitated intervals and stated hours there filed in, 
one by one, those in whom she was interested 
— whom she had loved, or feared, or distrusted, 
as the case might be — and all of whom were 
anxious to see her. They were the elements of 
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her life, and had had their influence upon it for 
better or worse ; and in the early days of her 
convalescence, and in her great weakness 
accompanying it, she regarded them with a 
faint interest as one might have done characters 
in a book or play, and hardly as if they were 
part and parcel of her world still. As her 
strength came slowly back her interest in them 
became more acute, the complications of the 
position began to reassert themselves upon her 
mind and trouble it, and the old worries rose 
again like ghosts that could not rest in their 
graves. It was her father whom she saw first, 
and greeted with a sad smile. He was very 
humble and contrite and nervous, with fifty 
warnings from the doctor to recollect. He 
stopped only a few moments during the first 
interview, and seemed eager to be gone as soon 
as he had stepped into the room. 

" Don't fret about anything, my child — don't 
think I am opposed to anything," he said very 
hurriedly. " You can do exactly as you like." 

" I can return to the stage, then ? " she 
asked in mild surprise. 

" If you were strong enough to be Columbine 
in the pantomime this evening at Drury Lane, 
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I should not object," he said. " Only to see you 
strong again, Clara, is all I care about." 

"You are very kind, dear dad," answered 
his daughter. 

" It has been all my doings," he added ; " I 
have been a perfect brute. I did not consider 
everything." 

" Ah ! yes — ^you did," she said. " I have 
only myself to blame for acting rashly and 
selfishly, and forgetting you. You are still at 
the hotel?" 

" I am staying here." 

" Staying — in this house ? " inquired Clara 
wonderingly. 

"Yes, my dear. I bribed the landlady 
downstairs to vacate the parlours, where I am 

extremely comfortable, where Don't you 

feel so well ? " he asked, as his daughter stared 
at him intently and changed colour suddenly, 

" Yes, yes ! I am just the same," cried Clara ; 
" but I am trying to remember something." 

"Don't try to do anything half so ridiculous," 
implored the Colonel. "There, good-bye for 
the present. I'm wearying you. I'll send Mrs. 
MacAlister upstairs, shall I ? " 

" If you will, please," was the slow reply. 
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After Mrs. MacAlister had seen Clara, and 
assured her there was not much chance of a 
meeting between husband and wife, with the 
wife a prisoner to one room at the top of the 
house, Clara rested in peace for that day. On 
the following morning Mr. " Harvey Grrange," 
without a word of opposition from Colonel 
Darrell — whose permission had been most 
graciously accorded — was allowed to see Clara 
for exactly ten minutes by the Colonel's big 
chronometer. Colonel Darrell waited for him to 
descend, and asked him into the front parlour. 

" You will understand, Mr. Archstone," said 
the Colonel, " that I have made no concessions, 
no promises, no anything, by having permitted 
this interview beween you and my daughter. I 
will take it for granted you are attached to my 
child, and I — I don't want to be the implacable 
father of the play." 

" Ah ! but the implacable father always says 
* Bless you, my children ! ' at the end of the 
piece, if you remember. Colonel," said Ernest 
Archstone quietly and suggestively. 

" I don't remember anything about thq play- 
house. I haven't been inside a theatre for — oh ! 
yes, I have," he said, recollecting his visit to the 
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Gwynne; "but I haven't sat a play out for 
many long years." 

" I wisli you would come and see me in the 
new piece. I should be glad of your opinion, 
Coloael." 

" What good would it do you ? And what's 
my opinion worth to anybody ? " asked the 
Colonel. 

" There's a diflference of opinion in the Press 
as to whether I am a great actor, or can really 
act at all," said young Archstone, shrugging his 
shoulders. " And you, coming fresh from India, 
as it were, would regard the whole matter im- 
partially, and let me * know myself.' It is not 
as if you were a novice in dramatic matters — 
your old love and study of the stage would be 
of benefit to me." 

" How do you know ? Who the devil has 
told you I ever cared for anything of the 
kind ? " cried the Colonel. " Surely Clara " 

"Mrs. MacAlister was my informant," Mr. 
Archstone said. " Only yesterday she said she 
could remember your passion for theatrical 
society — your intense interest in anything and 
everything which appertained to W5." 

"She said that?" 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



CONVALESCENCE. 169 

" She knows too much, then," remarked the 
Colonel sullenly* 

Ernest Archstone was extremely anxious to 
please the Colonel, and he saw with dismay that 
the oflScer's face was shadowing, and his brow 
taking ugly furrows into it. 

" I am aware t^iat you have turned against 
us now. Colonel Darrell," he said very quickly, 
" that your prejudice against the stage extends 
now to a dislike of him who acts on it. Forgive 
my alluding to the theatre at all.'' 

" Say no more about it^sir," said the Colonel, 
very thoughtful still and not thinking of 
" Harvey G-range." 

" My own father is the same," continued the 
actor. " I should have known that there is no 
one more bitter against the playhouse than he 
who has given it up for good. But is it 
just?" 

"I do not want to argue the point, Mr. 
Archstone — I am not thinking about it," said 
the Colonel. 

"My father married an actress — a Spanish 
lady — ^when he was in the States many years 
ago. And yet he does not understand my 
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passion for the great art I love so well," said 
Ernest. 

" rbwr father married an actress ? " 

" Yes." 

" When he was very young, I suppose ? " 

" Not very young." 

" And your mother — where is she ? " 

"Dead!" 

" You are quite sure of that ? " 

Young Archstone looked very much as- 
tonished — for an instant there flitted across his 
mind the suspicion that Colonel Darrell might 
not be quite right in his head. "My mother 
died some seven years since," he answered. 

" You remember her ? " 

"Perfectly; she was a good mother. My 
father has not been happy since her death," he 
added. " He has had no reason to regret 
marrying an actress — she was always a good 
and faithful wife to him." 

" She left the stage when she was married, I 
suppose ? " 

"Yes." 

" Ah ! Good morning, Mr. Archstone." 

" I may see Clara again ? " he asked when 
they were left together in the hall. 
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" Yes — presently," answered the Colonel ; 
"but don't come round half a dozen times a 
day, unless you wish to arouse my active oppo- 
sition. And — ^tell your father you are coming." 

" Certainly." 

" I don't want him to think damn it I " 

And, without waiting to explain the reason for 
this burst of profanity. Colonel Darrell darted 
into his front parlour and shut the door behind 
him ; whilst Harvey Grange, backing in dismay, 
plumped upon the feet of Mr. Splatterdash, who 
also burst into bad language on the spur of .the 
moment and before he could muster up a sickly 
smile of recognition. 

" Oh ! is that you, Splatterdash ? " I hope I 
haven't hurt you," said young Archstone, 
politely. 

" All right, sir. I shall be better in a 
minute," was the reply of a short, foxy indi- 
vidual, in shabby garments and a brand-new 
hat, as he leaned against the door and rubbed 
his left foot with his hand. " No one shall say 
after this that you're a light comedian, Mr. 
Grange. Ha! ha! See?" 

" Yes ; I see the joke, such as it is," answered 
the actor. 
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" It is not a nice time for a joke," said 
Splatterdash, with a Heavy- sigh, " for I believe 
that benefit of mine will bring me to an early 
grave." 

" What's the matter now ? " 

" What's the matter ? " exclaimed Splatter- 
dash, jumping about on the doorstep now in his 
excitement. " Hanged if old Moses does not 
want the money for his gas before he lends me 
the house at all — and his own men are to be in 
the pay-boxes — and gord knows what.* Ah! 
when a man's down, keep him down — ^that's the 
rule, sir. Stamp on him — stump him out — 
bowl him over. He's been the support of half 
the theatrical world in his time, but never mind 
that ; he's done more for the education of tho 
people in the higher class of drama than any 
man who has hexisted yet ; he's done wonders 
for them — ^but he's down, sir, Derry-down — very 
down, I should say." 

Mr. Splatterdash had been in the public- 
house line before speculating in theatres, and 
had been always ignorant and fussy and boast- 
ful, but it was only of late days that he had 
become maudlin, and a chronic nuisance at the 
bars of the various Strand restaurants, whero 
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myriads of his friends and acquaintances strove 
vainly to slake their thirsts — and his — between 
the hours of three and five p.m. He was a man 
whom in the days of prosperity and many 
theatres Ernest Archstone had not known, but 
for all that he was enrolled for the man's benefit 
and had promised to play Romeo to Miss Gal- 
veston's Juliet in the balcony scene — ^possibly 
as much for his own pleasure as for the satisfac- 
tion of Splatterdash's committee and Splatter- 
dash. Ernest was anxious to get away, and even 
to get his companion away before the Colonel 
heard his maunderings. 

"How's Miss Galveston this morning?" 
Splatterdash said, suddenly and eagerly. " Will 
she play for me ? Is there the ghost of a chance 
of her keeping her promise ? " 

" I can't say. But she's better." 

** There's a clear three weeks — she ought to 
pull round — anybody can pull round in three 
weeks," said Splatterdash ; " but if she don't I 
rely upon you. Grange, just the same." 

" I shall not play if she declines," was the 
reply. "There's not another Juliet on the 
stage, and " 

^* Oh ! good gracious ! Look here now, 
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Grange," cried Splatterdasb, bursting into tears, 
" you'll never throw a fellow over too ! " 

"You shall not lose by my absence ; 
but " 

" Come and have a drink, and let us talk it 
over." 

" Yes ; let us talk it over." 

And away went Mr. Splatterdash and 
" Harvey Grange," arm-in-arm, with the grim 
face of Colonel Darrell glowering over the wire 
blind at them. 

" Who's the old boy in the front parlour ? " 
asked Splatterdash, as the actor raised his hat, 

" Colonel Darrell." 

" By George ! so it is — I should not have 
known him." 

" You knew him once, then ? " 

" Oh, yes ; I should think I did. And he's 
Clara Galveston's father, too," he added. " Why, 
she'll never act for me now. It's all up. I 
think. Grange, I shall drown myself this even- 
ing, if you'll not mention it to anybody at 
present." 

" Eely upon my discretion." 

" Thank you. And I think I'll have a little 
nip of brandy now — it's a bitter day." 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

A NEW RESOLVE. 

When Clara Darrell was pronounced out of 
danger she grew not rapidly strong. We have 
abeady had occasion to assert there was much 
on her mind still, and this stood in the way of 
her advancement to her old health and spirits. 
With the return of her father to England had 
followed complications and distress — each seemed 
to have acted for the worst, and yet each had 
set about it with the best intentions. What was 
to come of it in the end, when she was well and 
strong, she did not know. Like many wiser 
folk than she, she did not see her way. Her 
visitors did her a little good — ^but then Kitty 
Westminster was in high spirits again, and 
Ernest Archstone was allowed to see her twice 
a week, and this seemed a fair augury for the 
future had not the Colonel's face shadowed at 
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the least hint of what might happen presently. 
The aunts were still at the hotel, patient and 
firm women, biding their time, and resolved not 
to go back to Derbyshire till there was a clear 
understanding between them and their niece 
and she should not misjudge them any more. 
Clara Darrell was not strong enough to encounter 
them yet, and the old disinclination to face them 
seemed only gathering in force. She thought 
sometimes that she would be glad to see the 
lonely woman in the upstairs room once more — 
but she had not expressed this wish even to 
Mrs. MacAlister. But the wish preyed upon 
her and troubled her. In the pure heart of the 
daughter there lay the self-reproach that she 
had gone disguised and unknown to her mother, 
and had seen her at her worst. What would 
happen, what would be the result of telling her 
the truth, and that husband and daughter were 
in the same house with her? Might not the 
mother's heart soften then ? Might not she, 
Clara Darrell, be even the means of bringing 
her to a better and healthier frame of mind ? 
At least it was the daughter's duty to attempt 
it before she went away for good. A failure it 
was possible it might be — a terrible and sad 
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failure — ^but it would for ever be upon her con- 
science that she had not made the eflFort should 
she remain supine and unacknowledged. Surely 
it was something more than chance which had 
brought three divided lives together under the 
same roof? — lives that should have been knit as 
one, and yet were as wide asunder as the poles. 

One morning sh9 surprised her father by 
reverting to the subject. He had looked in 
after breakfast to inquire after her health before 
taking his usual morning walk, and she suddenly 
startled him in this wise — 

" You remember speaking to me of my 
mother, dad ? '' she said. 

" Yes, my dear, and I wish I had not," he 
replied ; " it was a great mistake of mine, and 
added to the excitement of that unfortunate day. 
I am a dreadful blunderer, I am afraid," he 
added, with a sigh, 

" Can you tell me what became of her ? " 

" I have never taken the trouble to inquire," 
he answered. " She was surely not worth in- 
quiring after, Clara. What woman is who " 

"In God's name, sir, remember she is my 
mother," exclaimed Clara Darrell, with such 
sudden excitement displaying itself that the 

VOL. !• N 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



178 WOMEN ABE BTBANGE. 

Coloners eyes distended and his lower jaw- 
dropped a Uttle in his bewilderment. 

** If — if all this has excited you too much," 
stammered the Colonel, after a pause, *^ it would 
have been better I had not told you of this 
mother." 

"I am not so sure of it," the daughter 
answered. 

"It is bringing a woman back from the 
dead; but there — ^there," seeing his daughter 
flinch again, " do not let us talk of her ? What 
is the use ? " 

" Ah ! what is the use ? " she echoed back. 

But the mother was none the less on the 
mind of the daughter, although dismissed as a 
subject for discussion for that day. 

"I must see her again," she said to Mrs. 
MacAlister ; " I must tell her who I am." 

" I don't see the necessity," answered Mrs. 
MacAlister very thoughtfully. 

" She has not had a fair chance to prove she 
is a mother to me," said Clara. " I would be 
very glad to hear her say she is sorry for her 
past life, and for the blight she cast on Aw." 

" Your father s ? " asked Mrs. MacAlister. 

"Yes." 
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" Don't you think in the few years since we 
have been together here, she would have said as 
much to me ? " 

"No." 

" She might deceive you by a fialse display 
of sentiment— by an aflfectation of regi'et," said 
Mrs. MacAlister; "and you might side with 
the mother in lieu of the father." 

"No; that is not likely." 

"It would under any circumstances be a 
bad exchange," said the old actress ; " even under 
the circumstances of her penitence." 

" Do you think, then " 

" Oh ! do not misunderstand me," said Mrs. 
MacAlister ; " I have not tried to think about it 
much. I do not profess to have fathomed all 
the depths of your mother's character, Clara — 
she is strange, certainly." 

" I will see her again," said Clara ; " would 
not you?" 

" I will not oflfer any advice on the subject," 
Mrs. MacAlister answered very cautiously, 
"save this — take your time, and think the 
matter seriously over. It is an important step, 
and you are not strong enough to undertake the 
task yet." 
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"I am not getting strong because of this 
uncertainty," said Clara. " I feel I may be an 
agent for good here — ^that something I may say 
or do — ^that she may say or do — ^may change 
the whole tenor of her life." 

" Or yours ? " 

"Yes." 

"Or your father's?" 

" That may be even possible." 

" I will tell you one thing. You need not 
dream of any reconciliation between them. That 
would be romance and sheer waste of time," said 
Mrs. MacAlister. 

Clara sighed heavily. 

"I do not dream of that," Clara replied; 
" but my father might say one day, * Tell her I 
forgive her.' Would not that be some consola- 
tion to her ? " 

" Nothing consoles her now but " 

" But what ? " asked Clara eagerly, as Mrs. 
MacAlister came to a full stop. 

"But brandy and water," was the hard 
reply. 

" Oh ! you are cruel. You do not like my 
mother — ^you do not sympathize with me." 

" I am afraid of you a little," was the evasive 
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answer, " and of the result of the experiment, a 
great deal/' 

" And you would not make an effort in my 
place?" 

Mrs. MacAlister thought deeply for an 
instant again, and then proved herself as strange 
a woman as her listener — as all the rest of her 
sex, shaU we say, remembering our headline ? 

" Yes, I would," she answered. 

" My dear, inconsistent, true-hearted old 
friend," cried Clara, embracing her. 

"In your place, because it is your duty^ 
child," said Mrs. MacAlister ; " not that I have 
great faith in the experiment, and am not 
prepared to croak forth a few more harsh 
warnings." 

" I will go to her." 

" Yes — ^yes — ^when you are strong." 

" I am going at the first opportunity." 

Mrs. MacAlister regarded her with no small 
dismay. She had had experience of Clara 
DarrelFs impulses before ; she knew how prone 
our heroine was to act quickly and without 
much heed to the consequences that might 
«nsue; but she had not looked for action so 
thoroughly decisive in so weak a woman. 
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"My dear, you will remember it was the 
last interview with your mother which made 
you ill," she said. 

" This will make me strong, I am confident. 
I have a mission to fulfil." 

"And failing in it?" 

"I shall be no worse," was the reply. " I 
shall have done my best, and so be resigned ta 
the result." 

" You are sure of this ? " 

" Quite sure." 

"I wish I was," said Mrs. MacAlister 
dryly. 

" I shall be very brief — ^I shall tell her the 
whole truth very plainly, and in a few words. 
I shall tell her when she is alone," added Clara, 
meaningly. 

" My dear, I would not be a party to the 
interview for the world," said Mrs. MacAlister, 
as she went away to reflect upon the Gralveston 
experiment. She wondered when it would take 
place, also — probably in the evening after Clara 
Darrell had arranged her plans — or rehearsed,, 
perhaps, being a bom actress, some neat little 
set speech that should strike home to a heart of 
complex material. 
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But Clara Darrell had no particular plan of 
action in her mind, and no speech to make. 
She wanted to know the whole truth, and to 
face the truth. That was all, and it was 
probable she would not give way again. 

As Mrs. MacAlister passed into the drawing- 
room, Clara walked slowly and quietly upstairs, 
astonished that her bosom did not flutter any 
more rapidly, and that she felt so methodical 
and businesslike over this new crisis. She did 
not even knock at the door of the front room, 
but turned the handle of the door and entered, 
as if the place were home — as it might have 
been — and ceremony was superfluous. 

Mrs. Cuthbert was as she had left her last ; 
it was the same figure, worn and wasted and 
rouged, with the playbooks heaped about the 
table, and the brandy and water within easy 
reach of the hand. The invalid elevated her 
eyebrows with surprise as her visitor came 
towards her. 

"Miss Galveston," she said, coldly and 
languidly ; " dear me, I had no idea you were 
going to honour me this morning with a visit. 
Mrs. MacAlister did not tell me anything 
about it." 
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*^I have been ill, and staying here since I 

saw you last," Clara began. 

"I did not know it. Mrs. MacAlister is 

sly, and tells me nothing of what is going on in 

this house. Not fever, I hope ? " she asked, a 

little anxiously. 

" Unless it was brain fever — ^no." 

" Sit down, then, Miss Galveston." 

"My name is not Galveston," said Clara, 

advancing more closely to her mother. "I 

have come to tell you that my name is Darrell, 

and I am your daughter Clara ! " 
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CHAPTER XX. 

MOTHER AOT) DAUGHTER. 

There was to be no beating about the bush in 
this case, it was evident. With a wish to 
abridge the interview, or announce the nature 
of it at once, Clara Darrell had gone straight 
to the main question at issue. Here was a 
truth to be told ; let it be told without prefece 
or parade — ^without theatrical effect ! 

Mrs. Cuthbert stared hard at the speaker, 
and then closed and re-opened her eyes like 
a woman doubtful if she were not dreaming all 
this. Her face changed colour, and the red 
spots on her cheeks added to the general 
ghastliness of its hue, before the shaking hand 
was stretched out for the diluted spirits at her 
elbow. 

"Did you say my daughter Clara?" she 
whispered, very huskily. " Did you really say 
my daughter ? " 
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« Yes." 

" God help me — ^what is to be done ? What 
is the use of your coming to me now ? " she 
muttered, looking askance at her visitor over 
the rim of the glass she was holding to her 
lips, and with her teeth chattering against it. 

" Ah ! that is what I want to talk to you 
about, mother, if you will let me." 

"Mother," she repeated softly to herself. 
Then she put the glass down untasted, and 
looked more intently and earnestly across at 
this child of hers. 

" I don't see the use of it at all," she re- 
peated once more ; " and I am afraid of a 
scene." 

" I am not going to make a scene." 

" Or of any emotional display," she added. 
"I have been recommended to keep myself 
very quiet, very free from all excitement— I 
have indeed." 

" So have I." 

" And you will distress and frighten me ; 
I see it in your face," she whimpered. 

"I will be very calm — I give you my 
word," was the daughter's answer. 

" My heart is wrong, as well as my spine,"" 
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she added, " and you must remember always 
that you are talking to a poor invalid — ^you 
will do that, I am sure." 

"I will, indeed." 

"I wish Mrs. MacAlister had come with 
you," she said, nervously. "If she had only 
been here, I could have borne this so much 
better." 

" I think you are mistaken," answered Clara. 

" Ah ! well — ^I hope I am. What is it you 
want to say to me after all these miserable 
years ? " she asked. 

"Have they been miserable years to you, 
mother ? " asked Clara, anxiously. 

She had sat down facing her, but very 
close, so that she could put her hand out and 
touch hers when it was necessary. 

The mother seemed to flinch away again — 
to hide as it were behind the cloak of her 
malady and imperturbability. 

"Have I not had years of illness — of an 
incurable complaint ? " she repeated. " Can 
you expect to hear they were happy ones ? " 

" I should be sorry to hear it," said Clara ; 
" glad to be told, for your sake, for your soul's 
sake, that they have all been years of sorrow 
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and repentance since you left me and my 
father/' 

" An actress talking to me about my soul ! '' 
she cried, half hysterically, half scomfolly. 
" Oh ! if you have come to preach to me, you 
had better go downstairs again/' 
" I am no preacher, mother." 
They were very moumfal words which rang 
out now, but they seemed to vibrate in the 
listener's heart. She regarded her wistfully 
again. 

" I don't see what you want me to say." 
" That you are sorry — only say that to me ! " 
"You don't know what I had to put up 
with," she replied ; " how every wish of mine 
was thwarted, and every wish of your father's 
held up to me as law. You don't know how 
proud he was, how exacting — and how he 
looked down upon me and every friend I had, 
suspecting, hating, jeering at them all. When 
I married him, I told him I could not give up 
the stage, that it was my life, and the very 
breath I drew — ^he understood that when he 
married me. But he made my life a curse by 
his suspicions, until I flung myself away from 
him. But I am not sorry ; it served him right. 
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Everybody said so— reverybody thought so, and 
I am not sorry." 

She was excited now, but it was scarcely 
Clara DarrelFs fault. She reached out her 
trembling hand again for the glass, the contents 
of which she emptied on this occasion, her 
daughter watching her attentively. 

" There, you see what you have done," said 
the invalid. " I told you that you would upset 
me — ^but it's as well you should know the truth, 
now you have asked for it. His fault, every 
bit of it, although he has not dinned that into 
your ears day after day all this long time, I'll 
swear.'* 

" He spoke of you to me for the first time 
a week or two ago," was the reply, 

" Oh ! " said the mother, tossing her head 
contemptuously, "that was it. And you had 
no curiosity to ask what had become of me ? " 

" They said you were dead," answered Clara. 
" I had not dreamed you were living." 

"That's a pretty way to serve anybody — 
putting me into my grave before my time," she 
cried, with warmth. " Did your father always 
say I was dead ? " 

" My fetther went to India when I was too 
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young to know the truth, and my aunts never 
said a word." 

" The aunts. Ah ! I remember the cats. 
Dreadful women." 

Clara Darrell thought herself that the aunts 
had objectionable traits of character, but she 
did not allude to them on that occasion. A 
new thought struck her suddenly. 

" They never said a word against you all 
the time I was left with them ; they let me 
grow up thinking you were like other mothers 
I had seen and known and loved," said Clara. 

" Oh ! my God ! — ^you must go away. I 
can't bear you," she exclaimed. " You talk of 
not distressing me, and yet sit there and try to 
drive me mad ! I'll not stand it ; I will have 
no more of it. Come some other day — some 
iime to-morrow — but go now." 

She was reaching out her hand for the spirit 
decanter again, when Clara Darrell touched her. 

" Don't take any more of that," she said. 

" Oh ! I'm not in the habit of taking it," 
she answered, quickly ; but the hand was with- 
drawn from the decanter at her daughter's 
bidding. "Don't think I drink; don't credit 
me with all the vices, because I was led away 
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when I was young, I haven't been, if you 
knew all, so very bad a woman. Fate was 
against me, and I was a vain fool, and " 

She met her daughter's eager glance, 
stopped, then added — 

" But I'm not sorry I left your father. He 
need not think that. I don't want him to 
fancy that ! " , 

" I am not going to tell my feither I have 
seen you." 

"That's well. But why not?" she asked 
curiously. 

" I think it would unsettle him." 

"Not that! And if it did, what of it? 
You don't mind unsettling me," she added 
peevishly, even with jealousy already. 

" I hope I have not said a word to distress 
you. I have been trying not to do so," said 
Olara. 

" You could hardly expect me to sit as calm 
and stony as a statue," she replied, "and it 
would have been as well if you had kept this 
secret altogether." 

" I only learned it a week or two ago, and 
it striack me down at once/' 

" Did it?" She looked hard at her daughter 
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again, shivered, and drew the Cashmere shawl 
more closely round her. Afker a moment's 
pause, she said in a slow tone — 

" Your father is in London again ? " 

"Yes." 

" Married again ? " 

"Why, how '' 

" We were divorced years ago. Has he not 
told you that ? " 

"No." 

" Ah ! he does not tell you much, I see," 
was the reply. " And perhaps it's as well. 
Where is he living ? " 

" In London — at present." 

"I don't want to know where," she cried 
quickly. "I don't want to hear about him. 
He is rich, I suppose." 

" Yes, I believe he is." 

" I did not leave him because he was poor. 
It would have been all the better for me, in 
a worldly sense, if I had stayed with him — 
wouldn't it ? " 

" In every sense — ^yes." 

" Is he ^ But I don't want to talk about 

him," she cried. ** Tell me of yourself. What 
made you take to the stage ? " 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



MOTHER AND DAUGETEB. 193 

" A love for it ; an impulse which I could 
not restrain." 

" I know, I know," she cried, clapping her 
hands together loudly. " And what a life it is 1 
What is any other life compared to it, when 
the people talk of you, and your name is on 
every hoarding, in every newspaper? And 
you have got so famous — my own child, too. 
What would I give to see you act once in my 
life ? What would I give ! " 

" I am getting afraid of it all. I am longing 
for peace and home," Clara Darrell confessed. 

" What nonsense ! " exclaimed the mother. 
" Why should you give up fame and fortune, 
endowed as you are ? " 

" I shall only act once more." 

"Once more! When?" 

" When I am stronger, and just to keep my 
word with poor Splatterdash." 

" Oh ! — ah ! — his benefit. That is in March, 
I think?" 

"Yes." 

" Tell me what part you are going to take. 
Tell me all about it. I shall be sa very glad 
to know everything, and to advise you," she 
said, with brightening eyes. 

VOL. I. 
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"I will come again. I am weary now; I 
am not very strong," said Clara faintly. 

"Yes, yes. Come soon, please," she ad- 
jured. "I have a claim upon you now, have 
I not?" 

"I will come soon." 

Clara rose and said, " You are not sorry I 
have told you I am your daughter ? " 

"No! — glad," she answered. "Kiss me 
before you go, if you don't mind." 

Clara leaned over this strange mother, kissed 
the wasted face, and said " Gk)od-bye." As she 
went out of the door the eyes followed her 
curiously, yearningly, and remained closed, with 
one thin hand before them for some minutes, 
till it was lowered and stretched slowly towards 
the brandy. 

Clara was in her own room then, talking to 
Mrs. MacAlister. 

"You did not tell me you were going up- 
stairs at once," said the old actress. "Well, 
are you any the worse ? " 

"No." 

"Any the better?" 

" I think BO — I hope so." 

" What makes you hope that ? " 
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"That I may be of service to her — of 
comfort to her presently." 

"Ah! don't build too much upon that, 
Olara," answered Mrs. MacAlister ; " and don't 
forget." 

"Forget what?" 

" The father downstairs." 

And, after this warning, Mrs. MacAlister 
withdrew. 
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CHAPTER XXI, 

THE WORD OP A DARRELL. 

" Don't forget the father downstairs ! " What 
made Mrs. MacAlister say that ? As if it were 
likely, thought Clara Darrell — ^as if the proud 
old soldier were not always in her thoughts^ 
and it was not always on her mind how to 
reconcile his life with hers and Ernest Arch- 
stone's. And here, again, a third reconciliation, 
if it were possible — and at least peace and 
pardon resting between two lives which a 
grievous sin had separated. If she could see 
her way to this! If the mother could only 
own how wrong she had been, and the father 
say, " I bear no enmity in my heart against you 
now," it would be well for both. There was 
another thought rankling in Clara's mind also 
— ^the money which had been bequeathed to the 
mother, and on the proceeds of which she was 
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living. If that could be swept scornfully 
away she would be happier. Surely no new 
life for this mother, living complacently on the 
tempter's bounty to the end. When should she 
tell her father ? It was not politic to surprise 
him with the fact that his runaway wife was 
upstairs and in ambush, and that the daughter 
visited her occasionally; he was hasty, and 
would not acknowledge the position, or see the 
benefit to be derived from it. He would only 
fear there was treason in the camp, and the 
daughter siding with the bad mother against 
the good father. He would not guess the end 
in view, the aim and object of her wishes, and 
so once more there must be a secret between 
father and child until the light was stronger on 
her path, and she could see her way more clearly 
to the end. There would presently come the 
sunshine, wherein no falsities could live, and he 
would bless her for her thoughtfiilness in time. 

A week afterwards she was not quite certain 
of the wisdom of her step, or of the eternal 
sunshine at the end of her journey. The 
mother had become fretful, exacting, jealous — 
or rather had discovered an opportunity of dis- 
playing her various weak points, of which it 
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was evident she had a great many, and which 
Mrs, MacAlister had skilfully avoided in a 
great degree by leaving the room when they 
began to assert themselves prominently and 
objectionably. 

Clara Darrell was a woman of sentiment^ 
the reader is aware — a poor, weak heroine, at 
the best — ^and she was possibly the worst woman 
to cope with "Mrs. Cuthbert." Clara looked 
forward too sanguinely to resnlts, believed too 
readily, saw signs of moral improvement and 
advancement in little spasmodic eflforts which 
ended with her visits, and by degrees became 
to an extent the victim, rather than the com- 
panion and guide. 

There was no intention on the mother's part 
to deceive her, and there was a fitful, wild 
aflFection, which came to the elder woman very 
rapidly, born of Clara's growing love for her, 
and of that terrible isolation which she had 
endured for years. She would fret now if Clara 
was not always at her beck and call, and give 
way to angry fits of weeping if Clara alluded to 
the father as one whom it was still her duty 
to study first. 

Here, sad fact to record as it may be, was no 
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Traviata borne down by remorse — only a poor 
panic-stricken, middle-aged female, who, having 
lost all her lovers, found time was left for 
weeping and wailing. There was no real 
penitence at the heart's core of Clara Darrell's 
mother ; she was the " Little Cuthbert " of the 
London stage still, only time had gone by, and 
left her powerless for harm. She might sigh 
and shake her head to please her daughter ; but 
the real regrets were for the sudden termina- 
tion of her stage career, the disappearance of 
the stage admirers, the solitary confinement to 
that upstairs room, shut away from the glare 
and glitter of a world which she had loved with 
all her soul. 

**If I could only get about," she said one 
day ; " if I only had my strength and health, 
I should still be famous. Why, I am only 
forty-four now. What's that on the stage, 
where I should not look more than thirty ? It's 
youth still — comparative youth — and I am like 
a convict in her cell here. The best actresses 
are about my age — they're not chits like you. 
I can act as well as ever, too — and people would 
run after me as much. That Mrs. MacAlister 
was the rage at sixty ! Think of that ! And 
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I have been struck out of it so young. Oli ! it 
is hard — ^it is hard ! " 

Clara would endeavour to reason with her, 
but it was a vain efifort, generally ending in 
hysterics, and the expression of a belief that 
her child — ^her only child — ^was trying to kill 
her by sheer aggravation. Sometimes she would 
appear to be impressed by Clara's manner, and 
now and then, not very often, she was im- 
pressed in earnest, and sat shuddering and 
cowering away from her. But it was the same 
woman the next morning, and the uphill battle 
had to be fought again, and with the same 
heart-weary termination. 

Had it not been for Ernest Archstone's visits 
the young actress might Hot have gathered 
strength so rapidly ; but he, still penitent and 
humble and on his very best behaviour, added 
that brightness to her life which was absolutely 
necessary. Colonel Darrell had simply, as he 
told Mrs. MacAlister, to "grin and bear it." 
The course of true love was too strong for him 
after all, and had carried away all his former 
resolutions. 

He was a vacillating old stupid, nothing 
more. But, Heaven be thanked, his daughter 
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Clara was getting well and strong, and would 
soon be out of the doctor's hands for good. 
Till then only he and Ernest Archstone should 
see her. Those sisters of his who would not go 
back to Derbyshire, and who "were very com- 
fortable, dear Leonard, thank you, and don't 
trouble about us," might wait. They were 
born to wait, perhaps, and, poor women, they 
had passed their lives in waiting — waiting for 
a proper appreciation of their sterling characters 
and of the goodness of their motives, waiting 
even for husbands, who were scarce in Derby- 
shire, and not to be captured even by middle- 
aged spinsters with a fair amouM of capital of 
their own in the three per cents. 

Colonel Darrell attended all the meetings 
between Ernest Archstone and his daughter 
now. He sat there, the grim third person who 
was " no company ; " he would not allow too 
much " tom-foolery " out of his presence; he 
had not made up his mind about anything ; he 
told them both regularly, and during every 
interview that was accorded, they must not rely 
too much upon his generosity. Once he some- 
what disturbed the equanimity of Mr. Ernest 
Archstone, who certainly was extremely irritable 
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at times, by telling him that if Clara could only 
make up her mind to marry an old friend of 
his, a Major Elphicks, of good family and 
position, and only a few years older than she 
was — ^he could not tell precisely how many, for 
Elphicks made up so confoundedly well — ^it 
would be a wise act, and he was sure Elphicks 
would make her one of the best of husbands. 

"My dear dad, he's only a betting man,'* 
cried Clara. "His life is passed in laying 
wagers on anything and everything," 

" Well, now you mention it," said the 
father, " he did lay me twenty poimds that you 
would be acting before a month was over — ^the 
idiot." 

" A complete idiot, sir ; you are quite right," 
exclaimed Ernest Archstone, suddenly beginning 
to walk about the room in a wild beast fashion 
that was a little trying to the nerves. " It is. 
through him that my happiness has been put 
off in this indefinite way ; he has always been 
a shadow on me," 

" But I don't like him a bit, Ernest," said 
Clara. 

"That's nothing to do with it, Clara. If 
he likes you, he becomes grossly objectionable 
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to me," cried the actor. "I shall slay him 

yet." 

" He's a gentleman by birth, I knew his 
father; and what the deuce do I know about 
you, sir ? " cried the Colonel. 

" Father, you are forgetting I am not to be 
agitated by anything," said Clara plaintively. 

"Yes, yes, my dear — so I am. I have 
finished," he said. "It is not likely I would 
say a word to distract you. But it was silly 
of this Major to talk of your acting within a 
month, and insisting upon betting twenty 
pounds with me, was it not ? " 

"You forget Mr. Splatterdash's benefit, 
father," said Clara with great demureness. 

" Splatterdash's benefit ! What — ^what on 
earth has the benefit of that confounded cad to 
do with you ? " 

"I promised to do one leetle scene from 
Romeo and Juliet. I promised long before your 
return from India, and if I am well enough, I 
should like to keep my word." 

" Gracious Heavens ! " ejaculated the father. 

" There goes twenty pounds. Colonel," said 
the actor, 

"Hang the twenty pounds; I don't mind 
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the money; and Can't you sit down for 

a minute, sir, instead of walking about like 
a polar bear ? " 

Ernest Archstone took a seat by Clara's 
side. 

" Splatterdasb was in great trouble — out of 
his wits, and the brokers in, poor fellow," the 
daughter explained, " and I gave him my word 
I would act. The word of a Darrell." 

" Humph," said the Colonel. 

"You would not like me to break that?" 
Clara added. 

"I should like to break Splatterdash's neck," 
was the reply. "But you may not be well 
enough to think of it." 

" Then I will not act. And even if you ask 
me to break my word " 

" I don't ask you to do that ; I haven't said 
so," the Colonel called out. 

" And it's only a small scene," said Ernest, 
— "the balcony scene in Romeo and Juliet, 
where " 

" I know, sir ; I don't want to be told what 
the balcony scene in Romeo and Juliet is like. 
Good God ! I knew it by heart before you were 
bom," cried the father indignantly. 
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** Then I may act, papa, this once ? " inquired 
Clara. 

" This once ! " he said, with a low groan. 

"Yes — this once," she repeated, "and for 
the last time." 

" You say that — of your own free will ? " he 
cried. " On the word of a Darrell, too ? " 

" On the word of a Darrell, it shall be the 
last appearance of Clara Galveston on any 
stage," she answered earnestly. 

"Very good," cried the father. "That's 
right, Clara; and I'll take a stall to see you 
act. There! — and, by Jove, I'll take your 
aunts!" 

Clara put her arms round his neck and 
kissed him. Ernest Archstone took the liberty 
of shaking him by the hand most vigorously. 

"You have nothing to do with it, sir. 
Don't pull me about like this," cried Colonel 
Darrell ; " leave go," 

" I see the kindness of your heart. Colonel," 
said Ernest ; " and besides — I play Eomeo." 

"The devil you do," said the Colonel, 
astonished for an instant, and then he added 
shortly, " Oh, the devil doubt you, I should 
have said." 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

VISITORS TO TAVISTOCK STREET. 

When the Colonel and Ernest Archstone went 
downstairs together that day they might have 
been taken almost for friends. Clara Darrell's 
promise had removed a weight from the mind 
of the old soldier, and he was more amiable 
than his wont. 

" You can come in and smoke a cigar with 
me, if you like," said the Colonel gruffly, 

Ernest Archstone did like. He was anxious 
to deepen the good impression which he thought 
he had made. He was on his very best be- 
haviour. The two gentlemen sat down facing 
each other, and the elder of the two began 
business immediately their cigars were lighted. 

"You told me the first time we met that 
you had no intention of giving up your stage 
career, Mr. Archstone," said the Colonel. 
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" I have no intention of doing so, Colonel," 
was the reply ; " it is the one pursuit in which 
I could possibly take interest." 

" So stage-struck as that ? " 

" I feel I can be of service to the drama — 
that I can improve and raise its tone in good 
time," said Ernest; "and presently I hope. 
Colonel Darrell, you will be able to judge that 
for yourself." 

" You are young and naturally enthusiastic ; 

but the stage " He paused, and then 

added, " I will not say anything more, I was 
fond of the drama myself when I was a young 
man. I was never happy out of a playhouse." 

" Well, sir — ^it did you no harm." 

" It did me no good," he answered quickly. 
^*It gave me false views of life; it brought 
false idols to me ; and here I am, a lonely old 
man." 

"Your daughter," suggested Ernest Arch- 
stone. 

" Does not trust me much,^' he replied, with 
a sad shake of the head ; " does not understand 
me. 

"I am sure you are wrong," said Ernest. 
" She is the most gentle lady in the world ; 
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and a daughter who loves her father very 
much," 

" She is not wise," 

" She is a great genius." 

" She is not strong-minded," said the 
Colonel. 

" She is truly amiable," responded the lover. 

"She is easily deceived^ She sums up 
character hastily, and judges incorrectly very 
often. She is too impulsive." 

" I know," answered Ernest Archstone, " for 
she has misjudged ine, and there have been more 
than one purposeless difference between us." 

"Your life will be all differences, should 
you marry," prophesied the Colonel. " The 
stage life is as full of traps as the stage door." 

" Clara will only act once more." 

"Ah! — she has promised that," said the 
Colonel moodily ; " yes, she said that." 

"And she will keep her word," replied 
Ernest Archstone. "Surely you are not be- 
ginning to doubt it ? " 

" I doubt everything when you are at her 
elbow," said the Colonel, frankly and uncivilly. 
" You are her oracle— and you will tempt her 
to act again." 
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" On my honour — ^No ! " answered Ernest. 

" Is that true ? " asked Colonel Darrell. 

" You must not be too suspicious of every- 
thing and everybody, Colonel Darrell/* cried 
the younger man. " I am afraid that has helped 
to shadow your life, as it has mine. I am 
ashamed to confess that I do not wish to sea 
Clara on the stage after her marriage. I am 
too jealous and irritable a man. I shall be glad 
that it all ends with her single life — great 
actress though she is, and great loss to the 
profession as she will be, assuredly." 

" Hers will be the gain," replied the Colonel, 
" for she will gain that happiness in life which the 
stage would have never been able to secure for her. 
In her married home— not that she is going to 
marry you all in a hurry," he added suddenly. 

"Oh! sir." 

" I don't know that I like you any better 
than I did," remarked the Colonel, "and it 
strikes me you are confoundedly conceited ; but 
you are in a state of probation — that's aU, please 
to understand." 

"Yery well. Thank you, sir," answered 
the actor, beaming with smiles. "I am sure 
yon'll like me presently." 

VOL. I. P 
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"You are aware that your father has 
threatened to cut you off with a shilling if you 
marry an actress ? " said the Colonel. 

" She will not he an actress after Splatter- 
dash's henefit," replied Ernest ; " and hesides — 
and I am not sorry to confess it in this instance 
•^— my father seldom means what he says." 

" Perhaps he did not mean to he as ferocious 
as he was at the Boyal Hotel, some weeks 
ago ? " said the Colonel. 

" I am sure he did not." 

" How do you know ? " asked the elder man. 

" He has told me so himself," was the reply. 

"Your father has?" 

" Oh ! yes — we are the hest of friends now, 
and he is extremely anxious to see you again," 
said Ernest. " He told me only yesterday that 
he had never met in his life so genial and 
hearty and outspoken a gentleman as yourself." 

" Then your father is trying to humbug the 
two of us," replied the Colonel ; " and you may 
tell him from me that I have never met such a 

hot-headed, pompous old But, there, he's 

your father. I have nothing to say to a son 
Against his parent. I told you so before." 

"My father, I must own, was not at his 
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best on the last occasion lie had the honour to 
meet you," confessed Ernest Archstone ; " but 
he never is when the gout has a tight hold of 
him. And that reminds me " 

*^WeU." 

" That if the match could be arranged before 
the next attack, which keeps the most regular 
time — once every four months — it might save 
many grave misunderstandings." 

" When your father calls upon me in one of 
those amiable moods to which you are con- 
stantly referring, sir, I shall be able to make up 
my mind upon many things." 

Ernest Archstone looked at his watch. 

" He will be here in five minutes," he 
said. 

" What !— your father ? " 

" Yes. He assured me he should call upon 
you at half-past eleven this morning — in fact, 
I said I would wait for him here," said Ernest. 

**Upon my word you appear to arrange 
matters very nicely, I must say," the Colonel 
remarked. 

" I am anxious to see you both friends," said 
the actor meekly. " You will like my father 
very much." 
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" I am not quite so sure." 

"And here lie comes round Wellington 
Street, and a lady with him, too. That's odd," 
said Ernest Archstone, with his face very close 
to the window glass. " I don't know the lady. 
What an old-fashioned guy, to be sure. Who 
can she be ? " 

The Colonel looked over Ernest's shoulder. 

"Confound your impertinence," he roared 
out ; " that's my sister Martha." 

"Tour sister? Oh! I beg ten thousand 
pardons, Colonel," cried the confused tragedian* 
" I had not the slightest idea." 

" I don't suppose you had," said the Colonel 
sternly, " or I should have a little more to say 
about it. And she does look old-fashioned in 
that bonnet," he muttered; "I wonder where 
she got the thing from ? " 

A minute or two later Alderman Archstone 
and the Colonel were face to f^ce once more — 
the former gentleman suave , and bland, and 
with a broad smile upon his face verging on 
the imbecile. 

" Colonel Darrell, I am very proud to have 
the honour of a re-introduction to you," he said, 
"for we met the first time under adverse cir- 
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cumstances. You were hasty, and I was an 
invalid and How do you do, sir ? " 

"I am very well, thank you. Alderman," 
said the Colonel, shaking hanijs and looking 
from his sister Martha to the civic dignitary ; 
" but I was not aware you knew my sister." 

" I have called once or twice at the hotel in 
the hope of seeing you," the Alderman ex- 
plained. "I was anxious to give you every 
opportunity to apologise for that harsh manner 
towards me " 

"Sir!" 

" And to apologise myself for an irritability 
of demeanour which was not natural to me in 
any way," added the Alderman ; ** and I have 
had the pleasure of meeting your sisters whilst 
waiting at the hotel yesterday and the day 
before." 

" Why did you wait there ? " 

"You wrote to us you were coming on 
both those days, Leonard," explained the sister, 
"and I told Alderman Archstone that we ex- 
pected you every minute. And you never came 
near the place." 

" I said I would try and look round." 

"I am afraid you did not try, Leonard,"i 
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said Martha Darrell. " And, as we were getting- 
anxious about Clara, I came on here ; and Mr. 
Archstone has been kind enough to take the 
trouble to escort me." 

" It is no trouble, my dear madam, I assure 
you," replied the Aldermau, with a low bow ; 
" it has been a very great pleasure to me also 
to have had the honour of listening to much 
instructive and earnest conversation from your 
Ups." 

"Oh! Alderman, you flatter me," said 
Martha Darrell, actually simpering, to her 
brother's surprise ; but the Alderman protested 
against the charge, and once more began bow- 
ing most elaborately. 

"This old man's next door to an idiot," 
muttered the Colonel to himself. "I'm sure 
of it." 

" What a charming gentleman," said Martha 
to her brother when there was an opportunity 
to say a word, and this was when Ernest 
Archstone had drawn his father aside to whisper 
to him confidentially. 

" That is your opinion, is it ? " said the 
Colonel. 

"So frank — so — so chivalrous — so intel- 
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ligent, Leonard/* she whispered; "you will 
be surprised." 

"Yes — I shall be presently, I have no 
doubt." 

"He is anxious to talk to you about the 
engagement between his son and our Clara — ^to 
settle matters satisfactorily at last. He is," she 
added in a lower tone, "very rich. I have 
made every inquiry. I have " 

" Made yourself over-busy as usual, Martha," 
interrupted the Colonel ; " and that's like you." 

" Leonard ! " 

" There, go upstairs and talk to your niece 
— and let her understand that you and your 
sister were not quite the Q-orgons she thought 
when she ran away from home, poor child. 
She will see you now." 

" Will her health permit " 

"Everything," he said dryly, and with a 
glance at Ernest Archstone ; " she receives 
plenty of company." 

" I shall be glad to see Clara," said Martha, 
rising. " Upstairs, did you say ? " 

" Yes — upstairs," he answered absently. 

He did not say which floor, or which room, 
and Martha Darrell having been aware from 
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her last visit that the next floor was in the 
occupation of Mrs. MacAlister, and, dreaming 
not of other rooms on the same level, went 
innocently and incautiously upstairs to the 
second floor apartments, wherein Mrs. Cuthbert 
drew the faint breath of life that was left to 
her. 

It was Mrs. Cuthbert's voice that said 
" Come in ! " as she knocked, and it was so like 
Clara Darrell's in its tones that the sister-in- 
law turned the handle without a suspicion of 
the secret on the other side of the door. 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 

APPROACHINa A CRISIS. 

Ax hour afterwards Martha Darrell entered her 
brother's sitting-room again, and startled him 
by her ghastly appearance. He was alone 
then, the interview between the Alderman and 
himself was over, and " Harvey Grange " had 
taken his father away. 

Colonel Darrell was sitting in an easy chair 
by the fire-side, with his arms folded across his 
chest, and his countenance very grim and 
furrowed. " Thinking it over " had not con- 
duced to any great satisfaction of mind, judging 
by a peculiar scowl. He looked up as Martha 
Darrell appeared. 

" Oh ! I had forgotten you," he said un- 
graciously. "What a time you have been! 
And — what's the matter?" he added with 9. 
fltart, as the peculiar pallor of his sister's 
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countenance, struck him for the first time. 
" You haven't been going it again, after all my 
warnings, have you ? " 

*' No, Leonard — Clara and I are very good 
friends, and understand each other at last," was 
the reply. 

"That's all right. There's nothing like a 
fair explanation, but — don't you feel well?'* 
he asked. 

"Yes — 1 am very well, thank you," she 
said. " Please give me time." 

" Those stairs are a little trying to people of 
your age," the brother remarked, " and you are 
not so young as you used to be." 

" I don't find stairs inconvenience me in the 
least," said Martha quickly; "and after all, 
Leonard, I'm only four years older than you. 
You need not taunt me with my age." 

** You are out of breath with something or 
other, at any rate," he said, "and you're as 
white as a sheet, and look a hundred and four^ 
at least." 

" Do I indeed ? " said Martha, ironically now. 

"I suppose you have not seen a ghost?" 
asked the Colonel. 

" Yes I have — ^perhaps I have," cried Martha^ 
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with sudden excitement, and evidently disposed 
to burst into tears; "but you will wait till 
Clara comes downstairs, and — ^if you will refrain 
from asking me any more questions, Leonard, I 
shall be very much obliged to you." 

" Clara is coming down this morning, then ? " 

" Yes, almost immediately." 

" That's well. How rapidly she is recover- 
ing, thank Heaven," he said. " How did you 
think she was looking ? She was a mere girl 
when she left the three of you in Derbyshire — 
she has grown a fine young woman, has she 
not?" 

Martha Darrell nodded twice, but declined 
to answer any more questions by word of 
mouth. She sat down in a chair by the door, 
and folded her hands in her lap. After a while 
she said, with a heavy sigh — 

" I wish Eebecca had come with me. I am 
always lost without Rebecca. We have been 
so many years together." 

" And Selina, too — don't you want Selina ? " 
her brother said, a little acrimoniously. 

This last question the sister condescended to 
answer. It helped to change the conversation 
also. 
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" I don't miss Selina very much," was the 
reply. " She is a poor suflferer, and has not 
been my companion as Rebecca has. And she 
differs from me in so many ways that she often 
reminds me of your own hasty, overbearing 
self, Leonard." 

"Oh! indeed." 

" Has the Alderman gone ? " she asked. 

"Yes." 

" What do you think of him now, Leonard ? " 

Martha Darrell was anxious to keep talking, 
after all, so that it was not about herself or niece. 

" I think he is an inconsistent old fool," said 
the Colonel, twisting himself uneasily in his 
chair. "I don't like the man at all. He's 
either a raving lunatic or a self-satisfied sillikin, 
according to circumstances." 

" Sillikin ! What a vulgar expression ! " 
exclaimed his sister. 

" He has talked to me of nothing but his 
infernal City business, and City influence, and 
City dinners and dignities, and the money he 
has made in the City, till I am positively sick," 
growled Colonel Darrell. 

"But he is a pleasant, good-tempered 
gentleman, is he not ? " said Martha. 
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" The more's the pity — ^yes," replied the 
Colonel. " I tried to put him out by sneering 
at City trading, and by boasting of the Norman 
blood of the Darrells, and what a heap of money 
we have got too, but it did not succeed. His 

son kept interfering, or I might ►" He 

looked askance for a minute at his sister, who, 
with hands crossed together, had fallen into the 
deepest thought, and then he broke short the 
thread of his discourse, and shouted, " Martha ! " 
in such stentorian tones that the lady, taken off 
her guard, leaped from her chair in dismay. 

" Good gracious ! ** exclaimed his sister, 
relapsing in a half-prostrate condition into her 
seat again. " What do you mean by roaring at 
one like that ? What is it ! " 

" What is it ! " said the Colonel, springing 
up, and beginning to stride along the room, 
" That is just what I want to know. What is 
the use of my talking if you will not listen to a 
word I am saying ? What the deuce has hap- 
pened upstairs? You know something has 
happened — and that you have distressed my 
daughter by some of your waspish remarks, and 
you want her to take time to recover. That's 
it, I suppose ; and if you have disturbed her, 
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mind, back you go to Derbyshire to-morrow — 
you shan't stop in London to worry her and 
deceive me. Everybody tries to deceive me, 
and I will not stand it any longer. I swear I 
won't.'' 

"I have not deceived you, Leonard; it is 
no fault of mine," Martha cried. 

" What is no fault of yours ? " 

But Martha Darrell had broken down, and 
was now weeping and wringing her hands. 

" Oh ! wait till Clara comes — pray wait till 
Clara comes," she entreated. 

" I shan't wait," the Colonel shouted. " I am 
sure that Oh ! here she is." 

But it was not Clara Darrell who had 
entered the room, but Mrs. MacAlister, looking 
very grave. She bowed to the brother, and 
the sister said at once — 

" Has she sent you ? " 

" Yes," Mrs. MacAlister replied. 

The Colonel looked in a wild way from one 
to the other; the facts were confused and 
beyond his comprehension. Clara, his daughter 
Clara, over whose rapid convalescence he had 
rejoiced only that morning, was ill then — 
she had been struck down again, after all. 
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There had been a relapse, and this was the 
end of it ! 

He stood with his hand upon the mantle- 
piece for support. 

" You bring me bad news, madam," he said 
in a trembling voice. "Break it to me as 
gently as you can — ^I am not as strong to-day 
as I could wish." 

"I am not quite certain that I bring you 
bad news, Colonel Darrell," replied Mrs. Mac- 
Alister, thoughtfully. 

"Not quite certain?" he repeated interro- 
gatively. " My daughter Clara — she " 

" She will be here presently." 

"Yes — ^but why presently?" he answered 
tetchily. "That is what I cannot understand. 
Why does she keep from me unless she is ill ? " 

" She is taking leave of a friend." 

" Taking leave of — whom ? " 

" She purposes returning at once with you 
to the hotel — even to Derbyshire, if you think 
she is strong enough for the jotmey," replied 
the old acti'ess. 

" Has she quarrelled with young Archstone 
again ? " 

"She has not quarrelled with anybody," 
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said Mrs. MacAlister. "She and your sister 
have made up their minds that it will be better 
for the daughter to get away from this close, 
dark house of mine — from an enervating, 
artificial sentiment which has sprung up in it 
against our wills, and very strangely too. 
But then we are women, and — ' women are 
strange ! * " 

" The plain truth, Mrs. MacAlister, if you 
are not afraid of it," said the Colonel curtly. 
" I object to enigmas." 

"It is you who seemed afraid of it just 
now," was the reply. 

"Yes — yes — that's true," he answered. 
" But you are beating about the bush for some 
reason or other, which aggravates me. Why 
is it?" 

" To gain time." 

"And " 

" To prepare you, Colonel Darrell." 

" What preparation do I require ? Where 
is Clara ? " he asked again. " I insist upon 
knowing. What friend is she taking leave of?" 

" Her mother," answered Mrs. MacAlister. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

CLARA BIDS GOOD-BYE TO HER MOTHER. 

Leaving Mrs. MacAlister to explain the position, 
so far as it was in her power, to Colonel Darrell, 
let lis see for ourselves what is going on in that 
upstairs room to which we have more than 
once, somewhat unwillingly, conducted our 
readers. All that has preceded the revelation 
to the father need not be dwelt upon here ; it 
wiU be sufficiently shadowed forth in this meet^ 
ing between mother and daughter to which we 
now stand witnesses. 

They are together— two strange women 
enough, or our pen has failed to depict their 
idiosyncrasies. The crisis has arrived, and 
they are face to face ; for the last time this that 
they will ever exchange words again, little as 
they reck of it, for all the reproaches of one, 
the resolution of the other. 

VOL. I. Q 
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Mrs. Cuthbert — we will call her by her 
stage name to the end of our brief chronicle — is 
sitting np, with more animation in her manner 
than we have witnessed hitherto ; and Clara 
Darrell is by her side, sitting on the edge of the 
same couch, and holding the thin, hot hands in 
hers, until they are torn away from her. The 
eyes of the elder woman are fall of wrathful 
fire ; the fate before her she meets with some 
amount of courage, if this be not bravado, the 
mere histrionic clap-trap bom of early training 
in the art dramatic. 

" It is all a plot ! " she cries. " You sent 
the woman here — ^you and that father of yours 
— I'm sure of it." 

" I did not know she was in the house, xmtil 
she came from you to me. I did not expect her," 
is the daughter's answer. 

" Ah ! it is all very fine to say so." 

" You do not believe me, then ? " 

"No — I do not believe you," replies the 
mother. " Who are you, after all, that I should 
take your words for gospel ? What have I ever 
seen of you ? " 

"Not much. But that has not been my 
fault." 
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" Oh ! that's it — ^taunt away ! " she cries. 
*** It's very fine to fling my weakness at me, not 
knowing the hard life, the hard words, I have 
had to put up with from your wretch of a 
father. I hate him — I curse him — there ! " 

Mrs. Cuthbert is excited in good earnest 
now ; she raises the hands, which she had torn 
away from her daughter's, high in the air, like 
a, witch prophesying evil ; her frame is trembling 
very much ; the decanter at her elbow is empty 
of the spirit it contained. 

"He has been a good father to me; he 
would have been to you the best of husbands," 
says Clara, shuddering. "He is so generous, 
so kind a man." 

" I have told you I don't believe a word you 
say," the mother answers, quickly and defiantly. 

" Some day you will, I hope," responds 
Clara sadly. " And now tell me what you 
want with me ? " 

" Nothing ! " is the sullen answer. 

" You sent for me. Aunt Martha bade me 
come at once," Clara Darrell says. 

"She speaks the truth, though she is a 
Darrell," replies Mrs. Cuthbert. " She tells me 
of the misery I shall be to you — of the unhappi- 
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ness I am preparing for you — of the easy task 
for me to say * Good-bye/ lest the father should 
be set against the child. As if I cared for that ! " 

*^ What else?" 

"I don't know what else," she answers 
fretfully, " except she preached, and flung her 
Bible texts at me, as saint pelts sinner always, 
and talked of my repentance. Gk>d knows what 
else. Don't ask me." 

" There is something else — ^tell me what it 
is ? " Clara demands. 

"I don't remember — ^lam confused somehow," 
is the reply. " It's like a dream altogether, that 
woman's coming here. But it's my duty to tell 
you to get away from me, she says. I never 
did my duty. But you can go — ^I am plague- 
stricken." 

" Shall I tell you what I have thought and 
hoped about you ? " asks Clara, very gently. 

Mrs. Cuthbert regards her doubtfully, and 
then shakes her head. 

** Don't worry me," she pleads. 

" They are only a few words." 

" They are quite unnecessary," is the reply. 
" They say it is best you should go with your 
father — ^and they know what is best so much 
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better than .1 do, or ever did. They are such 
wise and virtuous women— both of them ! " 

" Mrs. MacAlister — ^and my aunt ? " 

"Yes." 

" They see more clearly than you and I — for 
they are less interested," says Clara ; " but you 
saw it, too, a few moments since ? " 

" I told your father's sister so — ^it got rid of 
her more quickly," replies the mother^ 

" Then you would have me remain with 
you — devoting my life to yours — tending to 
your wants — assisting, so far as lies in my 
power, to relieve your malady — ^trying to teach 
you by degrees to look back upon your past 
with that true sorrow which leads to penitence. 
Say that, then?" 

Clara Darrell waits eagerly for the response. 

" Which leads to the madhouse," comes the 
reply at last. " Oh ! none of that for me ! I'm 
not sorry — I have been happy enough — I have 
had nothing to grieve over in all my life." 

"I don't think I believe you now," says 
Clara sorrowfully. " I thank Heaven all this 
is untrue." 

" I wish you would go," the mother mutters. 
"There's your father waiting downstairs. 
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What will he think of his fine daughter's talking- 
up here with so vile a wretch as I am ? " 

" Yes — I will go," replies Clara. 

" Ah ! you are in a terrible hurry," she 
exclaims, " now you are found out. Your 
father is rich, and will disinherit you for dis- 
obedience. I'm only a " 

" Hush ! hush ! — I will come again when 
you are better able to listen to me, and hear 
reason. You are not yourself to-day," reproves 
Clara. " This is not the mother I would have 
taught to love me.'* 

'' Oh ! don't flatter yourself, madam. I 
should have never loved you. You are much 
too stuck-up for me," says Mrs. Cuthbert, 
spitefully. 

" Not the mother, then, let me say, whom I 
was trying hard to love." 

" Why ? " asks the other curiously. 

" Just because she is my mother — that's all," 
is the mournful answer. 

Mrs. Cuthbert does not reply to this at once. 
She sits and stares at her daughter for a while. 
Then she covers her face suddenly with her 
hands, and moans like a dumb beast in direful 
agony. When Clara Darrell leans over her and 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



CLABA BIBS GOOB-BYE TO HER MOTHER. 231 

attempts to touch her, she wrenches herself 
sideways from her, and then with the eflfort 
sinks back prostrate on the couch. 

" Tell me I can do good by staying," Clara 
urges ; " that I may be of use ; and I will ask 
him to let me remain. I will stop, if you wish. 
My word upon it ! " 

" I don't wish," she murmurs faintly ; " I 
want you gone. You will kill me if you stop. 
You have become a frightful woman. I am 
afraid of you ! " 

"Shall I go now?" 

"Yes — please." 

" Shall I come again — presently, with his 
permission, and when there are no more secrets 
in our midst ? " she inquires. 

" No — don't come again." 

"Oh, mother!" 

"I can't be upset any more. I'm not 
strong. You had no right to tell me who you 
were, and make me think like this," she mur- 
murs. " I — I didn't want to think about it ! " 

"I wanted to see you — to speak to you," 
says Clara. " I had no remembrance of a 
mother." 

The thin lips of the listener quiver very 
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much, before the hands steal up once more to 
the face. 

" Will you go ? " the muffled voice inquires 
again. 

" Yes. But to return — presently." 

"Ah! presently." 

"When I am stronger — ^when you are 
stronger," says Clara ; " then I will come. 
This is not like a parting for ever — ^you must 
not think that." 

"But— it is." 

"No— no." 

" And I'm glad of it, too," cries the voice 
angrily again. " I hope to Grod I shan't see 
you any more." 

" I will write to-morrow — every day." 

" I shall bum everything you send me." 

" I don't think you will." 

" You've nothing to do with my life. You 
have chosen between your father and me, and 
there's an end of it." 

" I pray to Heaven, only the beginning." 

" Oh ! I don't know what you mean." 

" Good-bye, then. Let me kiss you, mother, 



now." 



But the hands are held very tightly over 
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the face, and Clara cannot get them from it. 
She kisses the long, bony fingers instead, and 
whispers something in her ear that is of prayer 
and promise both, and then passes away with 
much sorrow at her heart- 

She has made her choice wisely, despite of 
all these vain regrets. Martha Darrell has, 
after all, taught her where her duty lies. Be- 
tween the father alone in the world and the 
mother who left him alone, there is no real or 
honest choice. 

For the mother s sake — for the mother's 
better life's sake — she would have remained; 
but that life is in shadow, and the mother is not 
of the stuff of which penitents are made. She 
is of the stage stagey — and will keep so to the 
end. It is the fate of more strange women than 
Mrs. Darrell — and, God help us, of more men, 
too ! — to fight hard for the evil when the good 
is within hand's reach, and can be plucked like 
a sweet, flower from its stem. 

They have said good-bye, mother and 
daughter. The parting is final, if only half 
complete. They will exchange no further words 
this side of the boundary line drawn by the 
Great Hand. It is over. 
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Mrs, Cuthbert lies still with her hands 
before her face till the sound of carriage-wheela 
in the street without strikes upon her listemng^ 
sense, then she sits up quickly, with a white^ 
wan face smeared with the red of the artist, and 
listens eagerly. There is talking in the street 
without, and she slides, with a rapidity at which 
she marvels presently, from the couch to the 
floor, and totters feebly to the window, where 
she stands upright — as she has not done for 
years before — and with her fingers clutching at 
the window-frame. 

Mrs. MacAlister enters, but. she does not 
see her — does not hear her when she calls her 
name. It is only when the old actress is at her 
side, with her hands resting lightly on her 
shoulder, that she is conscious of who has come 
into the room. 

" You shouldn't be standing here, it is rash,'* 
is the warning kindly conveyed to her. 

" It is a miracle," she answers. " See how 
strong I am, Sophie, after all." 

" You have borne this parting well." 

" Well ! — why I have only known the girl 
about a fortnight ! " she cries. " Don't let us 
have any more sentimental nonsense about that." 
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"No — it's not much use," is the dry 
response. 

"Keep sentiment for the footlights, you." 

"And you?" 

" Sentiment was never in my Une." 

"Never?" 

"I was a light comedienne — very light, 
Sophie," she says, with a hideous little laugh, 
but the straining eyes are not turned away from 
the street below, and the finger nails seem dug 
into the window-frame in their tenacity of clutch. 

" I would not stand here," says Mrs. Mac- 
Alister ; " you are risking your life." 

"What's it worth?" 

" They will look up and see you. Clara is 
sure to look up," says Mrs. MacAlister. 

" I don't care," the mother replies. " They're 
nothing to me, any of them ! I shall stand 
here as long as I like." 

" Very well. Lean on me when you're 
tired," remarks the other. 

" I'm not tired. There they go — all three 
of them. He has not altered much," says Mrs. 
Cuthbert, half enviously, half pathetically. 
" Good God, how little the man has changed, to 
be sure. Whilst I " 
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She shrinks suddenly away. 

"What is the matter?'' asks Sophie Mao- 
Alister. 

"I thought he was going to look up/' she 
mutters ; " I shouldn't like him to see me such 
a hag as this!" 

" Pray come away." 

" Let me be," she cries, reverting to her old 
position. " He won't look up — ^he knows too well 
I'm here. But if she does not — ^if she does not, 
mind you, Sophie — ^I'll never forgive her to the 
last day of my life." 

" Never mind that," says Sophie bluntly. 
" Has she forgiven you ? " 

" You — ^you have no right to ask me such a 
question ! You're as bad as the rest," cries 
Mrs. Cuthbert ; " and when you want to borrow 
any money again, ask someone else to help you, 
not me. And — ^there she is looking up at me, 
and smiling ! She is waving her hand. Oh ! 
God bless her — God help me — ^what shall I 
do?" 

She turns and puts her arms around the old 
actress's neck in a childlike fashion very new to 
her, and cries upon her shoulder, but like a 
heart-broken woman rather than a child. As 
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the cab-wheels are heard rolling away towards 
the Strand, Mrs. MacAlister leads her to her old 
rest upon the couch and whispers, " Courage." 

She looks up defiantly again. 

"Dutch courage, you mean," she exclaims 
hysterically. "Give me some more brandy, 
there s a good Sophie." 

"Not yet." 

" Then go away. I am tired out. Let me 
sleep." 

" Yes, sleep is about the best thing for you 
at present — ^if you can sleep," adds Mrs. Mac-» 
Alister, as she walks softly from the apartment. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

splatterdash's benefit. 

The benefit night had come at last, and the 
chance of retrieving the fallen fortunes of 
Octavius Splatterdash by liberal subscriptions 
and extensive patronage was at hand. Thanks 
to Mrs. MacAlister, who had taken up the cause 
of the unlucky Splatterdash with considerable 
energy, the actors and actresses were many who 
had responded to a call to the rescue, and the 
programme was lengthy and attractive. No 
one had particularly admired Splatterdash when 
he was head of affairs, and brow-beat everybody 
in his power, and lived up to the rate of ten 
thousand a year, when he was not earning more 
than five thousand ; but they were all ready to 
help him, after the custom of gay, forgiving, 
warm-hearted, devil-may-care Bohemia. 

The house was crowded. It was in Lent, 
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when the theatres are generally half-closed or 
half-filled, and there were not many disappoint- 
ments at the last moment from artistes of repute. 
Everybody was going to play in something or 
other; Wigginton and March were coming 
from the Grwynne ; " Harvey Grange " would 
play late, after his own " extraordinary con- 
ception" of Timon of Athens, and "Clara 
Galveston " would make her last appearance on 
any stage, as Juliet to his Eomeo, in the balcony 
scene, and with lime-light effects. There was a 
little doubt about Miss Galveston ; she had not 
been seen or heard of since her hasty departure 
from Mrs. MacAlister's. ** She was always 
hooking' it off from somewhere or other," said 
Splatterdash — and her part had been under- 
studied by Miss Rose Limpet, who was the only 
person in town who sincerely trusted that Miss 
Galveston would not present herself at the stage- 
door in due course. 

Poor Splatterdash had told a great many 
lies about the Galveston ; she was sure to come ; 
she had promised him ; she had written to him 
by every post. " Harvey Grange " had assured 
him it was all right — Harvey Grange who was 
as much in the clouds as Splatterdash himself 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



240 WOMEN ARE STBANQE, 

as to Clara's intention, although he had seen 
her a week since, one Sunday down in Derby- 
shire, by especial invitation of Colonel Darrell. 

The house was very full, and there were red 
faces enough in the gallery and pit to cheer the 
heart of any manager; the dress circle had 
come early, and the stalls were nearly filled 
before the rising of the curtain. 

" What a 'ouse," said Splatterdash, after 
peeping at it from his side of the footlights. 
" By Jingo, if I'd had this lot for a week or two 
last year I shouldn't have wanted budging up 
like this. I say, old fellow, do you see those 
four empty stalls in the middle of the fourth 
row ? " he asked of little March, who was at his 
elbow. 

" Yes — what of 'em ? Who's coming ? Not 
Lord Southside, to scowl at rising talent, and 
pitch over sterling genius ! " said March 
savagely. 

Lord Southside had intimated to Messrs. 
Wigginton and March that he should put no 
more money into the empty coflfers of the 
Grwynne, and that a email instalment of the 
amount he had already contributed he should be 
very glad to see back as soon as convenient. 
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" No — bother Lord Southside," said Mr. 
Splatterdash. 

"So say I!" 

" Two of them are Colonel Darrell's stalls. 
Harvey Grange picked them out himself and 
would have them exactly in the centre, and 
next to his father's two, which are empty also. 
I should like to see them filled," said Splatter- 
dash, " it would make me sure of Gulveston. It 
would make my heart light, sir." 

*' One never was sure of Galveston," replied 
March, with a sickly smile ; " she left me in the 
lurch just as my piece from Paris was taking a 
turn. We spent five hundred pounds on Dresden 
china in that piece, Splatterdash." 

" I should have spent it on brains," said a 
voice at their side. 

" Oh ! Mr. Grange — so glad you are here," 
said Splatterdash. 

" I am going back in an instant to my house.'^ 

"But you " 

" Will be here to time. I have only looked 
in to tell you that Clara Galveston will play 
to-night." 

" Bravo ! bravo ! " cried Splatterdash. " Come 
into my room and have a bottle of fizz." 

VOL. I. B 
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" Xo— thank you." 

And away hurried Ernest Archstone again ; 
and, about the same time, Colonel Darrell and 
his sister Martha were shown into their places 
in the stalls. Martha Darrell had resolved to 
accompany her brother ; she was not fond of 
theatres in Lent — she was not fond of theatres 
at all — and had had much unnecessary and 
adverse criticism to bestow upon them ; but she 
had come "to please her brother Leonard" 
partly, and partly because Selina and Rebecca 
had aggravated her by expressing their surprise 
at her intentions. There was a third reason, 
but she had not confessed to it — Alderman 
Archstone was coming, Ernest had said, and his 
two stalls were next to Colonel Darrell's. She 
thought that she should like to see Alderman 
Archstone again — a pleasant, amiable gentleman, 
courteous to a degree, and extremely deferential 
to the fair sex. A nice man, for all her brother 
Leonard's contemptuous opinion of him. 

"I hate coming early," said the Colonel, 
when he had settled himself in his stall and 
Martha had looked round her very nervously, 
to see if any part of the edifice was already in 
flames, " but Ernest wished it." 
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" I suppose the Alderman is coming early, 
too, Leonard." 

" Oh ! if that's it, I'll go and walk about the 
lobbies until the balcony scene begins," said the 
Colonel; "I can't stand that old man all the 
evening." 

But Alderman Archstone and the friend 
who was to occupy the second stall did not 
appear before the first piece was over. 

Mrs. MacAlister was expected to deliver an 
address neit. The celebrated Mrs. MacAlister 
— " the rage " of some five and twenty years 
ago — the one lady of the stage whom the old 
stagers still swore by. There was a buzz of 
expectation in the house before her appearance, 
and the whole place was ringing with cheers as 
she advanced quietly and composedly to the 
front, escorted by Splatterdash in a brand new 
evening dress and shining like a beetle. She 
bowed once slightly and smiled, as much as to 
say, " I deserve all this — it is my right ; " and 
Splatterdash kept bowing and taking all the 
credit to himself, till her low voice in his ear 
whispered, " Don't be a fool," when 'he executed 
another bow more clumsily, and retired in 
haste. 
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The Britisli public were still excited and 
vociferous, aud Alderman Archstone and a lady- 
were scrambling towards tbeir places in the 
stalls — the Alderman limping somewhat, it was 
noticed — when the curtains of a box were drawn 
a little aside and a woman's face peered down 
at the newcomers and at Colonel Darrell. 

Only Martha Darrell, as if attracted by some 
impulse, " mysterious affinity," chance, or what 
not, caught the flutter of the red curtain and 
looked up. The face disappeared, but Martha 
was sure it was Mrs. Cuthbert's ; as sure as she 
was sitting there. If so there was another last 
appearance at the Theatre Eoyal, Kemble — ^and 
another Clara Darrell in the field. 
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CHAPTER XXYI. 

IN THE LOBBY. 

Martha Darrell was probably as strange a 
woman as the rest of her sex. There was 
tragedy, or some semblance of it, in that private 
box to the right of her, and at another time or 
period she would have been alarmed at the 
presence near her of the woman who had run 
away from her brother. Something that the 
brother's wife had said — had threatened even 
* — ^might have rung upon her recollection with 
more force had not her senses been immediately 
disturbed and confused by the approach of 
Alderman Archstone and a lady. A keen 
observer might have seen that for an instant, 
Martha Darrell actually blushed, just as if that 
odd, conceited old man had had power to touch 
her poor, half-frozen little heart. Alderman 
Archstona had been courteous, and even atten- 
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tive, to her, and for the first time in her life 
there had fluttered across her the filament of 
a fancy — if only a fancy, shrivelling up to 
nothingness now in the glare of the playhouse 
gas. Certainly no one ever dreamed of this 
but Martha Darrell ; the Alderman and the 
Colonel were always unconscious of it ; a week 
hence she scarcely believed it herself, but as 
this is a chronicle of strange women, let it be 
recorded here. 

Alderman Archstone bowed, perhaps a trifle 
coldly, to the Colonel and his sister, but the 
lady with him laughed, showed all her teeth, 
and said, " How's Clara ? " in a good strong 
voice, just as Mrs. MacAlister had begun her 
poetical address. 

" She is quite well, thank you, Miss West- 
minster," answered the Colonel, a trifle more 
loudly even, before a general " Hish ! hish I " of 
the people about him turned him red, and would 
have reduced him to silence had not the irre- 
pressible Kitty said in a higher key still — quite 
an octave higher — 

" She will play then ? She is coming after 
all?" 

More " Hishes " from the genteel portions of 
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tlie house, a cry of " Order ! " from the pit 
behind them, Mrs. MacAlister looking daggers 
across at Kitty, whom she had focussed as the 
head and front of all offending very cleverly, 
and then there were peace and polite attention 
until the address had been delivered artistically 
and with much figurative patting on the back 
of Mr. Splatterdash, a patron of the arts, who 
had been running rapidly to seed. 

The audience applauded vociferously at the 
conclusion, but it was as a tribute to the actress, 
and in no sympathy for Splatterdash, although 
he had tried very hard in his day to amuse 
them, and when Shakespeare had not paid even 
the scene-shifter, had flown to horses from 
Sanger's, or to Whitechapel melodramas with 
realistic effects, or to opera-bouffe and '^ all the 
gals, sir," or to anything which he thought 
might catch the passing fancy of a fickle 
public. 

After Mrs. MacAlister had retired, and 
reappeared and retired again, Alderman Arch- 
stone and Colonel Darrell, who were sitting 
side by side, condescended to exchange a i&w 
words together. 

^^You have conquered your dislike to the 
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theatre, then ? " said the Alderman, a little 
scoflSngly. 

" So have you, I perceive," answered Darrell. 

" I never expressed a dislike to the stage 
myself," said the other ; " it was you, Colonel." 

"What!" 

" I say that I have never expressed a dis- 
like to the stage* Never in all my life, that 
I remember." 

'^ Great Heaven, sir," exclaimed the Colonel, 
" do you not remember calling at my hotel 
and speaking of the theatre with absolute 
abhorrence ? " 

" Nothing of the kind, sir," said the Alder- 
man. " I have been too long an admirer of 
histrionic art; my son is a great actor; this 
lady who has so long graced the boards of the 
Apollo, and added refinement and gaiety to 
burlesque, is my wife, and it is not likely 
that " 

" Your wife ! " interrupted the Colonel — 
" this young lady? Well, you certainly amaze 
me more and more." 

" We have been only married a week — 
Ernest does not know it yet — such fun," cried 
Kitty. " Fancy your Clara having to call me 
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mamma presently. Is that your sister, Colonel 
Darrell ? " 

" Yes, ma'am, it is." 

" Introduce me, please, before Tiffins comes 
on with his ' Imitations/ I should, like to know 
your sister." 

"Martha," said the Colonel, somewhat 
gruffly, in her ear, " you will allow me to intro* 
duce you to Mrs. Archstone ? " 

*' Mrs. Archstone ? " murmured Martha. 

" She has been fool enough to marry the- 
monster," muttered the Colonel in a very low 
voice. " What a remarkable taste." 

" Yes, Leonard, very odd," said his sister. 

The introductions were made, Tiffins ap- 
peared, the business and pleasure of the even- 
ing ran on smoothly, and tragedy in the private 
box — for it was with feelings akin to the tragic 
that one woman sat there in the shadows — 
bided its time. 

Alderman Archstone and Colonel Darrell 
did not get on very well together that evening. 
The Colonel had been put out by the Alder- 
man's flat contradiction, and was not disposed 
to be particularly amiable. Indeed, he was 
^ man who had not liked at any time to be 
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contradicted by those near and dear to him, 
much less by a miserable wholesale trader, one 
of a turtle-gobbling, wine-guzzling gang of 
aldermen. These were his thoughts, unjust and 
ungenerous as they might be, but the Colonel 
was irate and uncritical. 

Presently there was a second dispute upon 
the subject of the screen scene in the " School 
for Scandal," Colonel Darrell, clinging to stage 
traditions, and maintaining that the present 
company did not know their parts, and could 
not act. Alderman Archstone insisting that 
they could, and very well indeed. 

" Why, good gracious, sir," said he, " there 
are Wigginton and March before you, and if 
they can't act, who can ? " 

" Wigginton's all affectation, and March — 
is an ass," said the Colonel. 

"Well, upon my honour, Colonel, I don't 

admire your judgment. I Where are you 

going now ? " 

" I'm going to walk about the lobbies ; the 
place is too hot for me." 

" You certainly look very red. Colonel, 
almost as if you were disposed to have a fit," 
Alderman Archstone remarked ; ."but I should 
wait until this scene was over." 
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" No, I'll have my fit outside," replied the 
Colonel dryly. 

" Then it's in extremely bad taste —I mean, 
of course, to go blundering out in the middle 
of " 

"I don't comprehend what you mean by 
blundering, sir. I presume I may go out when 
Hike?" 

" I don't want to hinder you, myself. I 
will take charge of Miss Darrell till you return. 
I — — Oh ! confound it, sir, get off my foot," 
roared the Alderman. "Didn't I tell you 
I was afraid I was in for one of my old 
attacks ? " 

" No, you did not, but I thought you were. 
Yery sorry," said the Colonel. Then he made 
his way out of the stalls, and went upstairs into 
the refreshment saloon at the back of the grand 
tier, where he had a soda and brandy, and sat 
down to reflect and get cool. 

" I won't quarrel with the idiot again, if I 
can help it," muttered the Colonel. " Til keep 
out of his way till Romeo appears. Pooh ! It 
is hot ! " 

He was in a bad temper, he knew also, and 
for a reason that was unaccoimtable to himself. 
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He should have been very contented that even- 
ing — Clara was happy and well now, this was 
her last appearance on the stage, and he had 
begun to like Ernest Archstone a little, though 
Clara would be taken away from him shortly, 
and life would be a very dull and blank affair 
afterwards — ay, for ever after, unless they put 
up with him and let him come to see them very 
often. 

He walked restlessly about the lobbies, just 
as he had intimated he would to his sister. He 
was beset by the spirit of unrest ; the theatre 
was hateful to him, remembering how it had 
affected his life, and wholly changed it for the 
worse. Not the fault of the stage — ^hardly his, 
even — but still a veritable and awful fact, that 
was pressing on him then. 

" Colonel Darrell ! " exclaimed a voice at his 
side. " Why, what are you doing here ? " 

He turned, and confronted Mrs. MacAlister, 
in black silk, and with a white flower in her 
grey hair. 

" Trying to get cool. Madam," he answered, 
as he shook hands with her. 

" Have you — ^haven't you," she said, " any 
other reason ? " 
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** Certainly not. What made you think I 
had?" 

** I can hardly say/' she answered evasively. 
"But you do not like us players. We have 
not a single virtue amongst us." 

"Pardon me," he said, taking her hand 
again, and bowing over it, "but there are 
players I can always respect, and here is a 
friend at least who has been very kind to my 
daughter." 

" Thank you." 

" And to that daughter's mother, I have 
heard," he added. " I will thank you for that, 
if you will allow me." 

" Ah ! do not thank me. Colonel. She was 
my old friend — and I did my best." 

" To save her. Yes, I know." 

He would have walked away after this, but 
a sudden thought occurred to him. 

" How has she borne the separation from 
Clara ? " he inquired. 

"I can't say; I don't know," Mrs. Mac- 
Alister replied. 

" Indeed." 

" She tells me nothing ; she does not speak 
of her," said Mrs. MacAlister, 
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" She has received Clara's letters ? '* 

"Eeceived them — but she has not opened 
them." 

" So inveterate as that ! " 

" No, so weak. She has not the courage to 
read them yet awhile," was the reply. "I 

think even May I speak of her still 

further?" 

"Yes." 

" I think she has altered much of late days 
— for the better," said Mrs. MacAlister ; " that 
she regrets the past." 

The Colonel looked at her very steadily. 

" Why do you tell me this ? With any 
object?" 

" Yes," was the frank confession ; " because 
I should be glad to take back with me to-night 
a few kind words from you. Two will do." 

"What are they?" 

" I forgive." 

" Does a man ever forgive the woman who 
has wronged him ? " asked the Colonel. 

"Not very often. But the wrong dates 
back so many years. You are a strong man, 
and she is a woman passing away." 

" Not dying ? " . 
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^'By degrees. She would die more easily 
if I could take her a message from you." 

" I don't think it," said the Colonel dubiously. 

" I am sure of it." 

" Tell her — I forgive," he murmured. 

He went away with his hands behind him, 
and his head bowed down a little, and Mrs. 
MacAlister watched him and did not move from 
her position till the curve of the lobby hid the 
soldier from view. When he was out of sight, 
she went on cautiously towards the box-keeper, 
flitting in the distance. 

" Box No. 204, please." 

" Yes, Mrs. MacAlister." 

The box-keeper hastened along, followed by 
the actress. Box No. 204 was quickly reached, 
and opened with the pass-key. Mrs. MacAlister 
entered and took her place beside that of the 
woman whose appearance had startled Martha 
Darrell earlier in the evening, though the 
Colonel's sister had kept her discovery to 
herself. 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 

THE FALL OP THE CURTAIN. 

Mrs. MacAlister did not speak to Mrs. Cuth- 
bert until the box-keeper had closed the door 
upon them. Then she said very quickly — 

" Clara, are you mad ? What could possibly 
have induced you to come here ? " 

"I am getting better — so much stronger, 
you see," she answered, with a forced laugh. 

** No, you are not," asserted her companion. 

" Well, I couldn't keep away," said the 
other. "Will that do for a better explanation?" 

" It is more natural ; but you risk your life 
by venturing to this place." 

"Yes, I suppose I do," she answered 
wearily ; " and I have been fond of life, and 
clung to it so desperately. I don't seem to 
care so much about it now. Why's that, 
Sophie?" 
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" You are less selfish, perhaps ; but I cannot 
tell." 

"Weren't you surprised when you looked 
up and caught me glaring down upon you ? " 
she said, laughing in her old hysterical fashion, 
" I never saw such a face as you put on." 

"You nearly made me forget my lines,'* 
replied Mrs. MacAlister. 

" Oh ! I'm sorry for that." 

" Do you know who*s here ? " 

"Yes." 

" And have you thought what the effect of 
Clara's seeing you may have upon her ? " asked 
Mrs. MacAlister. 

" You haven't told her I have come ? " 

"Not I." 

" She shall not catch a glimpse of me. It 
is the last time she is going to act. She is my 
own child, and I will see her play once in my 
life — ^I will, I tell you," she cried, with new 
excitement, " and who is to stop me ? " 

"Nobody* How did you get up the 
stairs?" 

" Carried like a Guy Fawkes," she replied. 
" Oh ! it was all well managed — ^though you 
would have died of laughing, Sophie, to see me. 
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It was as good as a play, as the saying is. 
Why, he's back again." 

"Who?" 

" Leonard." 

" Who s Leonard ?•' 

" Colonel Darrell — ^my hnsband that used to 
be — ^the fine gentleman, the " 

" There, there, we need not speak of him at 
present." 

" No, it does not matter about him. What a 
hard man he was, though, Sophie," she said. " If 
he had only trusted me a little more, I ^^ 

She did not complete the sentence. She 
looked thoughtfully at the stage, and appeared 
too absorbed in the performance to take notice 
of aught else. Suddenly she caught her friend 
by the arm. 

" Sophie, Sophie ! that's my old part the 
woman's playing. Don't you remember it, in 
The Country GirW 

" Yes, I remember." 

" The woman cannot act a bit — a frightful 
stick." 

"She is considered very good, too," the 
other remarked. 
^ " I never saw such acting in my life. 
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There, did you hear that?'* she asked. "I 
used to bring the house down with that, and 
she has not got a * hand.' " 

A little while later and Mrs. Cuthbert was 
asleep. She had dosed off in her chair. Mrs. 
MacAlister did not attempt to rouse her, but 
kept her post by her side, watchful and nervous 
concerning her. 

Suddenly the invalid startled Mrs. Mac- 
Alister by saying, as if she had been awake all 
the time — 

" I am getting very weary of this business. 
What a time she is ! " 

" Your daughter ? " 

" Yes. How long have I to wait ? " 

** A good hour and a half yet." 

" So long as that ? " she answered, with a 
sigh. 

" Why not give it all up, and come home to 
Tavistock Street ? What is the use ? " 

" I will see her act, Sophie, if I die for it ! 
She is a great genius, you tell me ? " 

" Yes." 

"And yet that father of hers will take her 
from the stage, and rob her of her fame," she 
said. " It is like him, and his awful pride/' 
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•*Is it not for the best she should lead a 
calmer life than this ? " asked her friend. 

" Perhaps it is — how can I say ? Don't 
bother me ! '* 

" Yery well/' 

"I wonder, Sophie, if my lord would sit 
there so stiff-necked and pompous if he knew 
I was here?" she remarked suddenly, "I 
wonder if I should shake his nerves at all ? *' 

"It is more than possible,'* was the reply. 
" To me he has always seemed a nervous man/' 

^* Oh ! much you know about it." 

" Well, I don't know much, certainly." 

" I wonder what he thinks of me now," she 
'went on, "or if he ever thinks of me at all? 
I suppose Clara has talked about me lately — 
eh ? She is a dreadful girl to talk." 

" He spoke of you to-night," was the calm 
reply. 

" What's that— what's that ? " 

"Don't get excited. I'm sure you have 
had too much stimulant to-day," said Mrs. 
MacAlister. 

" How could I have got here without it ? 
Shouldn't I have died without it, Sophie ? But 
— ;-you have seen him, then ? " 
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"Yes." 

"Where?" 

" Outside in the lobby." 

" And he spoke of me ? " she asked, wonder- 
ingly. " What did he say ? " 

" He asked if you had read Clara's letters." 

" As if I could — ^as if I dared — as if " 

"Patience, Clara," cried Mrs. MacAlister; 
" and he said, * Tell her I forgive.' " 

"MyGk)d!" 

She looked hard at Mrs. MacAlister after 
this, and then leaned forward and touched both 
her hands. 

"He said this — ^really?" she exclaimed; 
"upon your soul and body, he said *I forgive'?" 

"Yes; and he said it with all his heart, too." 

" Tell him some day — I was thankful. Will 
you ? " she said in a hoarse whisper. 

"Yes." 

"That's all I want to say now," she 
remarked. "I don't want to be harassed — I 
don't want to talk any nonsense — I don't think 
I could bear him to speak to me again. How 
long is it now before my Clara plays ? " 

"Not yet." 

" I will try and wait," she murmured* 
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She dozed off to sleep again — this time in 
real earnest, breathing so hard and fast, that 
when the scene finally came for " Romeo and 
Juliet," the old friend hesitated for an instant 
to awake her. It was only for an instant, then 
Mrs. MacAlister said — 

" Clara, they will begin in a few moments." 

The mother opened her* eyes, and stared 
eagerly at her companion. 

" What is it ? What do you want ? " 

" They will begin in another instant." 

"Take me — ^home, then. Oh! take me 
home. I cannot bear it ! " 

Mrs. MacAlister sprang up, opened the box- 
door, and called sofkly for assistance. 

As the house rose with acclamation, with 
the roar of a mighty populace, in the best pos- 
sible humour with itself, Mrs. Cuthbert was 
assisted with great diflSculty downstairs. 

When she was in Tavistock Street she was 
better for awhile. Half an hour afterwards she 
was unconscious, and doctors and relatives were 
being sent for hurriedly. 

There were some faces which she thought 
she knew, when she came back for a fleetiug 
moment to the outer world, but they were 
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confused outlines to her always, A hand 
held hers with a strong pressure, and she ex- 
claimed — 

"Who is this?" 

"Leonard Darrell," came the deep answer 
back, 

" Is it ? " she said huskily. 

There was a faint return of the hand's 
pressure, and then she murmured — 

"Where's Clara?" 

" She is coming directly." 

" And how— did it — go off? " 

"Well — well," said Mrs. MacAlister. "A 
great success." 

". I'm glad of that ! Give her my " 

They were the last words of Mrs. Cuthbert ; 
— ^the green curtain was slowly descending on 
her poor, false life. It was all over when her 
daughter Clara and Ernest Archstone arrived. 
And it was as well. 

« « « 4^ 4^ 

Splatterdash made four hundred and fifty 
pounds by his benefit. Twelve months after- 
wards he opened another theatre, and ofifered 
big terms to " Miss G-alveston." 

She was on her honeymoon trip then with 
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Ernest Archstone, and the letter miscarried, 
and was never answered. 

" She always thought too much of herseK," 
said Splatterdash, as he stood at the bar of 
the Jollity restaurant, splendidly dressed, and 
weighed down by a gold chain of many ounces. 

" Yes, awfully stuck up," replied little March, 
who was shabbily attired, " out of collar," and 
waiting anxiously for his benefit. "I never 
liked her. Too much of the father's style about 
her for me. What is he doing ? " 

" Oh ! lording it over everybody in Derby- 
shire," said Splatterdash. 

"Just like him. Can you lend me half a 
sovereign, Splattie, till my show comes off ? " 

" Certainly, my boy. A sovereign, if you 
Kke." 

" Thanks, old man. Then make it a 
sovereign." 
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Mt name is David Habbajam — an ugly name 
doubtless, but then I am an ugly man to match. 
It's a name I am rather proud of, because 
there are so precious few of our family up 
and down the country — the north country, as a 
rule. I was an unsettled body when young, and 
wanted to make my fortune in a hurry. I 
came to London early in life, took a situation in 
a steamboat company at twenty-two shillings a 
week, rose to thirty shillings by degrees, 
married and settled on that last amount; lost 
my wife when our baby was only two weeks 
old and wanted a mother badly ; lost my situa- 
tion in the winter months, and had to go on the 
parish — ^baby and all ; came out in the spring, 
and went on active steamboat service again; 
lived, or tried to live, for twelve or fourteen 
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years after that; brought up little Em in the 
way she should go — ^and she went it, heaven be 
praised, as straight as any die ; broke my leg 
in two places, and had it set anyhow by a 
Cruy's youth who was at the hospital for 
practice and trying to get handy by degrees; 
had one leg shorter than another, and limped 
worse than a cat; became a kind of half- 
superannuated fellow in the business, and, 
though not considered, as they told me kindly 
once, " of much account," was reduced to £ifteen 
shillings a week, and put on to night duty, 
which means taking care of the pier after the 
work is over, and seeing that nobody runs 
away with it. A quiet occupation, and the 
only change about it is in the weather, as a 
rule, and that is as fiill of variety as ever it can 
stick. 

Still, I got used to it. I was not a delicate 
man; I was not an old man. Barring my 
infirmity, I was well and strong at four-and- 
fifty years of age, though people said I looked 
four-and-sixty at the least, and grew uglier 
with every blessed day. 

I was a melancholy man ; a few considered 
me a cross, ill-grained kind of fellow, but that 
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was a libel at the outset. I can't say that I 
was of a happy disposition : I had nothing to 
make me particularly happy, goodness knows. 
Stumping about a wet, windy shanty on the 
river from nightfall to six in the morning, with 
a red lamp to mind, and a landing-stage, a 
boat, two mops, a pail, and a coil of rope for 
company, with the dark river rushing by you, 
and the big black arch of the bridge spread 
overhead like a high-pitched cell — and where's 
the fun, I wonder ? I couldn't see it, and so I 
grew a little dull and doleful. " Dull David," 
I was called. I was set apart from life, you 
see, almost clean done for. I accepted the 
position with philosophy — I didn't fret — I didn't 
know that I cared much, I tried hard not to 
think about it. It was no use thinking. It 
was this or the Union, and I preferred this. If 
I went home after duty and slept the greater 
part of the day, I wanted rest and warmth, 
and there was nothing to keep awake for, that 
I was certain. Em had gone away. She had 
married the head gamekeeper at Estfield three 
years ago, and was happier with her husband 
and two little children than ever I could have 
made her in Cherry Gardens Court, Snowfields. 
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And it was she and her letters to me that kept 
me from being the cross, ill-grained fellow that 
the company's men tried to make me out. She 
was my guardian angel, Grod bless her. And 
like her mother, too, growing more like her 
every day, and so a better woman never 
lived. 

Em kept life pretty bearable to me, far off 
as she was, and it was of her I could think in 
my night duty on the pier, making time pass 
comfortably, and the grey sky come up suddenly 
before I was aware of it. A fortnight in the 
year the company let me, at my own expense, 
go down into the country for my holidays, and 
there I was happy, if you like, and no mistake 
about it. It was this I lived for, and I was- no 
sooner back on duty again, than I was count- 
ing the weeks before I should be down at 
Em's next year. And Em's husband, though 
a little rough, was a hearty fellow, and not 
sorry to see me. I liked Em's husband — a 
sensible, hard-headed man : I like him still, a 
little. 

It was winter time, and the most trying of 
times, when this story begins, when I might 
say, for the matter of that, life began again for 
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me, and I had lots to think about, and found 
myself not so shut away from everybody and 
everything as I had fancied that I was. 

It was not far off Christmas time, getting 
on fast into December. The weather had been 
"muggy" for the time of year, damp and 
muggy, with uncomfortable mists stealing up 
the river, and stopping on the river day as weU 
as night, and putting an end to business right 
off. The mist was on the river, thick as soup, 
on the night I am about to speak of. I might 
have been up in a balloon or down a coal mine, 
for the difference it was to this slaty atmosphere 
around me. Looking down, I could hear the 
water murmuring as it sped along, but I could 
not see it that night, and the light behind the 
red glass, which I had trimmed twice, looked 
weak and wretched, and sputtered fretfully in 
the damp air which oozed in somehow to it. 
Odd it was that I was actually nervous that 
night — I who was used to everything, and had 
no nerves worth mentioning. When I had 
locked the two doors of the pier, one on each 
side of the arch of the great bridge, and at the 
bottom of the steep stone steps, I felt, I remem-? 
ber, as if I had locked myself in a new strange 
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place, in whicli I had never been before. I 
could hardly see about the pier; I shambled 
and stumbled awkwardly, and was more lame 
than usual. There were odd voices on the river, 
and shouts occasionally from men on fog-bound 
barges and vessels moored mid-stream, and the 
grey pall grew thicker and thicker, and settled 
down completely on me, as the night stole by. 
I began to think it was not difficult to walk 
slap off the pier into the river in this darkness, 
and be swirled away for ever, with Em and 
Em's husband, and her two little kids, all girls, 
never a bit the wiser, or thinking and grieving 
perhaps that I had done it on purpose to get 
away for good from such uncomfortable work. 
I was not certain that night of any step I took ; 
the landing-stage was in my way, and the two 
mops were all over the place, and a step or two 
from the red light was to lose sight of it 
completely, and to wonder presently where on 
earth it was, and if I should be lucky enough to 
come across it soon. 

I sat down and waited for the fog to clear, 
and listened to the noises on the river. I had 
to doze away the time till morning. I was 
helpless, and could see nothing and do nothing. 
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If my watcli were broken that night by anything 
strange and unforeseen, I felt that I should be 
as helpless as a baby ; and when the clocks were 
booming one in the morning from a score of 
steeples on both sides of the river, the strange 
and unforeseen occurred. Suddenly — I remem- 
ber it all as if it were only yesterday — somebody 
tried the doors which I had locked, and which 
shut the pier off from the damp stone steps 
outside. I was sitting on the long wooden seat 
under the recess, where passengers waited out 
of the rain very frequently, when the doors 
were shaken, pressed against, and rattled by 
somebody very persistent in vain efforts to get 
upon the pier, some one ignorant of pier 
ipanagement, and who had doubtless thought 
that at all hours of the night it was free and 
open to the public. 

I was a little startled, though I had known 
a policeman now and then come down for a bit 
of a talk with me, or to make sure that I was as 
much on duty as he was, but I should have 
heard the clomp of his boots descending the 
steps, and been ready to give good night or 
morning to him. But this- was a person who 
had sneaked down in the fog shadows, and 

VOL. I. T 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



274 BROUGHT BACK TO THE WORLD. 

made a dash for the pier, and been balked by 
the closed doors. 

" Who's there ? " I called out. " Does any- 
body want me ? " 

Of course I got no answer — I did not expect 
an answer. Probably I had surprised the party 
on the other side of the door as much as I had 
been surprised myself. There was a long 
pause, a deep, dead silence, and I could fancy, 
being of a fanciful turn that night, that some 
poor, world-driven soul, to whom the thoughts 
of the river were thoughts of peace and rest, 
was cowering down in fear of detection on the 
dark, wet steps of the bridge. I called again, 
and got no answer ; I unlocked the door and 
saw nothing but fog, thick and dense and grey, 
before me. I called a third time, " Who is it ? 
What's the matter?" Then I shut the door 
and locked myself in again, and sat down to 
ponder on the reason for it all, and to think it 
was very likely that my first idea was pretty 
near the mark. Ay — and so it was. For, half 
an hour afterwards, there was an awful shriek, a 
regular blood-curdler coming upon one suddenly 
and turning me all tjold ; and then followed the 
splash, crash into the water, the old bad last 
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chapter of a lost life and a lost soul. I had 
heard it more than once before in my long 
service at the river's edge. I had read of it 
twenty times, but I had never felt like this, or 
so excited under the common circumstances of 
man or woman's blank despair, and desperate 
rush away from it. 

I forgot my nervousness, I was singularly 

on the alert, and with all my wits about me. 

On the pier there was always a boat in readiness 

to be lowered by a crane into the water, and 

after one shout myself for help, I lowered the 

boat, and flopped in as if I had been a young, 

strong man of one-and-twenty. I knew the 

state of the tide, and which way it was moving, 

and had it been a clear, bright night, with only 

a little star-shine to help me, I should have 

been almost able to guess the exact spot where 

the white face would come up first and stare at 

the sky. I could guess at it now, for the matter 

of that, if the party had jumped well into the 

water ; a fair headlong plunge, and he or she 

would meet the current coming on fast beneath 

the bridge, be swirled towards the pier, or else 

go spinning round and round a bit more to the 

other side of the arch. I rowed out into the 
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fog and listened. I called out again, I heard 
the water lapping strangely by me, and I 
leaned forwards and put out my arms with a 
sudden eagerness, which was just like as if I 
had been told to do it, and there came against 
them, into them, the wet, silent form of man or 
woman, whose garments I did not leave go 
again. I held on like grim death, and screamed 
for help. I tried to raise the body into the 
boat, but it was beyond my strength ; I nearly 
ended my own span of life that night in my 
efforts. I lifted the head above water as well 
as I could, and drifted up the river with my 
burden. The boat bumped against the side of a 
barge, and I thought that all was really over 
then. I held on to the dress — a woman's dress I 
knew at last, — and then suddenly assistance 
qame, and there was much shouting and com- 
motion, and by-and-by I seemed to wake out of 
a dream to find myself with some ten or twenty 
people round me, all standing on the steps of 
the bridge, one with a lantern held very closely 
to the features of a woman drenched to death. 
But there was life in her, and we found it too, 
and presently [she was looking wonderingly at 
the lantern, and at the shadows of the people 
round about her. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



BROUGET BACK TO TEE WOBLD. 277 

" Better take her to the hospital, now," was 
suggested. And away the poor wild creature 
was carried. And I thought to myself, " There's 
the end of the story again, I hope, and no further 
bother about it." I was just getting old enough 
to object to bother, and I hoped the woman 
would be soon brought to a fair state of recovery^ 
and then let go her way repentant. I was 
thankful I had not seen a policeman in the 
crowd to book the case, and it had all been 
done neatly and quickly by the riverside folk 
astir that foggy night. 

But to gat on with this part of the story, I 
may say at once that I was out of my reckon-* 
ing, and that the police knew of the matter, for 
the next morning at eleven of the clock there 
was I deprived of my usual rest to dance 
attendance before a magistrate as a witness in 
the case of what the papers call ** attempted 
suicide," and to tell all I knew about it* And 
there was the woman J had saved too, peering 
at me from the dock as curiously as I glanced 
askew at her when called upon to give my 
evidence. The woman I had brought back to 
this odd world of ours, and without me would 
have b^eu a poor, dead, drowned thing by this 
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time, with nothing more to trouble her, looked 
at me too,' almost imploringly, I fancied. She 
seemed as if she was somebody who belonged 
to me now that I had hooked her out of the 
Thames, and found her for myself. " Findings 
are keepings," people say, and perhaps this poor 
bit of mortal wreckage had fallen to my share, 
though what to do with it I should never 
know. At all events, it was strange that I 
should feel a sense of proprietorship in her 
already — a tremendous desire to be of service to 
her — a feeling that her life was part of my own 
and belonging to me who, for better or worse, 
had snatched it from death, and set it going 
again. You see I felt poetical over it, and that 
was a bad sign for a fellow like me, and most 
uncommon strange. But there are heaps of 
stranger things to come, or this would never 
have been written. I'm not so fond of writing, 
mind you ; it's a sight too much trouble for me, 
though I'm a bit handy with my pen, Em says, 
when I'm put to it. 

Eachel Seeley — that was the name of the 
young woman in charge, and who was accom- 
modated with a chair, owing to her still being 
weak^and ill— got the benefit of the doubt, and 
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was acquitted with a mild caution from the 
magistrate not to be so foolish ever any more. 
I got her off, no doubt, for she said nothing for 
herself much. 

" I don't remember anything," was her 
defence — if this was meant for a defence, or 
an excuse. " I found myself in the water, 
where he saved me. That's all I seem, to 
know." 

She pointed to me, David Habbajara, when 
she talked of my share in the business, and I 
felt quite a hero when the magistrate compli- 
mented me upon my courage and presence of 
mind — I never had either of those accomplish- 
ments in all my life ! — and thought I was de- 
serving of some recompense, considering my 
age, which he need not have made such a fuss 
over, and gave me out of the poor-box ten 
shillings, which in my independent spirit I was 
half inclined to shy at him. 

But nevertheless, it was I who got Rachel 
Seeley off, and who tried to get her off with all 
my might, thinking she had suffered enough, 
and been driven hard enough to get into the 
Thames at all — thinking, too, that she did not 
remember anything, or know what she was 
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doing on that December night* She was from 
the country, and that told in her favour ; she 
might have fancied that steamboats went on all 
night, for that matter, and she lodged Nine 
Elms way, and perhaps wanted to get home 
by water ; and she had knocked and rattled at 
the closed door with an evident wish to make 
herself heard, and then when she h,ad turned 
and gone down the steps — thinking herself in 
the right way at last — she did not forget to 
scream for help, I said, when she found herself 
in the water by mistake. 

And so Rachel Seeley got off, and I was 
glad of it. I don't know whether she was ; her 
good-looking, hard face did not brighten up 
much at the prospect of immediate release. She 
bowed her head as if by way of thanks, or 
" good morning to you," to the magistrate, then 
gravely and sadly came to me afterwards, and 
held out her hand. We were fifty yards beyond 
the station-house at that time. 

*'You might have lost your own life in 
trying to save mine. You will let me say I 
should have been sorry for that, if I had had 
time to be sorry about anything, Mr. Habba- 
jam," she added. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



BBOUQHT BACK TO TEE W0BL2>. 281 

" All ! well, I hope you won't come my way 
at that time of night again/' I said. 

" I hope not," was her thoughtful answer ; 
" I think not." 

" For," I added, when we were well out of 
earshot of the last policeman, "it was no 
accident that took you down there, and no 
ignorant mistake." 

" I didn't say it was," was the calm reply. 

" You meant to do it." 

" Yes, I meant to do it," she confessed, 
looking at me steadily with two dark bright 
eyes, which did not flinch from mine. 

" I'm grieved to hear it, young woman," I 
remarked. "You should have known better 
and thought better than that." 

" It's easy to preach, ain't it ? " she answered 
moodily. " Oh, the heaps of good advice I 
have had in my time ! the lots of friendly warn- 
ings, and the waste of breath it was ! And 
always is," she added philosophically, " to most 
of us." 

"To most self-willed women. Ay, that's 
true." 

" Men and women, for the matter of that. 
Good morning." 
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"Might I ask, Racliel Seeley, where you 
are going now ? " 

She looked at me again. I could almost 
fancy there was gipsy blood in her, her face 
was so dark-skinned, unless it was by the shock 
of last night's desperation which had given an 
extra depth of colour to it. 

" I don't know," she answered frankly. 

" You said in court you were living at Nine 
Elms." 

" I said so — yes." 

" The police are sure to have made inquiries, 
and found out it was all true, before you went 
up this morning." 

" Very likely. They didn't know there I 
went away for good last night." 

"Then you are not going back to Nine 
Elms ? " 

" No," she answered. 

" And don't know where you are going?" 

" Not in the least." 

" Poor woman ! " I murmured, more to my- 
self than to her, but she responded quickly. 

" Oh ! don't pity me. I don't want pity, 
and I don't deserve it ; and it's no business of 
yours ! " 
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"I beg your pardon, but it is business of 
mine," I said. " You are business of mine. I 
have brought you back to the world, and I've 
a right to know what you're going to do in it 
now you are back." 

" Why didn't you let me be ! " she mut- 
tered. " And what was the good of all the 
trouble you took ? " 

" That remains to be seen," I said ; " that's 
in other hands, lass." 

" Oh ! you are a religious man," she re- 
marked, looking afraid of me for the first time. 
** I thought as. much." 

"No, I am not," I replied. "Don't make 
any mistake about that." 

I was not a religious man, but I need not 
have been so indignant at the charge. I only 
wanted to know more concerning Rachel Seeley, 
and I was afraid of frightening her away right 
off, she seemed so scared at my " serious " talk ! 
So I tried to make out to her that there wasn't 
a scrap of religion in me ; and I wasn't wide 
of the mark, surely. What time had I had, 
before I broke my leg in two places, to be 
religious ? I wondered. And didn't I sleep all 
day like a dormouse, Sunday and all, and with 
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never a chance of going into a church, or just 
half a chance on Sunday evenings in the 
summer time, when the days were longer and 
night duty shorter. And then I- didn't go ! 

"I suppose," I ventured to remark, "you 
are able to get work, and can work ? " 

"I'm not fond of work," she confessed J 
" and if I were, who's to give it to me ? " 

" It's worth trying after." 

"I have tried." 

" Well, you must try again." 

"I don't know anybody in London who 
would trust me." 

" We'll see about that." 

" We ! " she repeated, with a little natural 
surprise. 

" Yes. I shall trust you, for one," I said ; 
"and as you don't know what is to be done, 
and as I have a sort of share in you for fishing 
you out of the water on my own account, I 
mean lo trust you with one week's lodging, 
which my landlady, who has a furnished top 
room in Cherry Gardens Court, will let you 
have on my recommendation, I've not the 
slightest doubt. The week will give you time 
to look round, and perhaps to find work enough 
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to pay me back the rent. It's not much of a 
chance, but there it is. And it's only for one 
week, understand. No more ; I can't aflFord any 
more.'* 

This was my artfulness. As if I wasn't 
going on, if necessary, week after week, month 
after month — which I couldn't have done com- 
fortably, though I had intended to try it, if 
things had not turned out diflFerently, and 
almost as soon as she had said to me — 

" Thank you, David Habbajam, I'll take my 
chance, then, for a week." 

" That's bravely said, Rachel." 

" And I may say presently, God bless you • 
for it," she added. " I can't yet ; for I don't see." 

^' Don't see what?" 

" What is to come of it all," she answered. 

" Well, no more do I." 

And there was nothing more, surely, and 
both she and I thought of that a short while 
afterwards. We couldn't help thinking of it, 
either of us ; it was not likely to get out of our 
heads again. 

Rachel Seeley was received gladly as a 
lodger by Mrs. Twitters, who had been doing 
rather badly dawn Cherry G-ardens Court, with 
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her top back room empty since last June. Mrs. 
Twitters was kind and motherly, and took an 
interest in Rachel, because she was like her 
own daughter Ellen, she said, who had gone 
away to Australia and got married — ^not that 
she was like her at all ; but that's neither here 
nor there. She found that Rachel Seeley could 
work a sewing machine with the best of them, 
and Mrs. Twitters lived by sewing for a whole- 
sale house in High Street, Borough, and now 
and then wanted an extra hand to help her. 
So here occasionally came work for Rachel 
Seeley, a little spell of work that kept her 
moving, and helped to pay the rent, but did 
not seem to raise her spirits much. 

Rachel was a young woman with a long look 
ahead; and far away out of Cherry G-ardens 
Court it was, and with never a smile to make 
it comfortable. It was not a frown though, 
only a steady grave stare which was scarcely 
pleasant to watch, and made one wonder what 
there was beyond. I thought she was sorry 
for h&r wild dash at the river, but did not 
care to speak of it to anybody, or else that 
she was brooding very deeply on the reason 
for it all, the reason that might exist still far 
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away in the distance at which she was looking 
steadily. 

If she ever smiled, or tried to smile, it 
was when I met her on the stairs or in the 
street, and there was a cheery ring in her 
voice when she bade me good morning or 
good evening, just as if she took it for granted 
that I was a friend, and had a claim upon the 
life I had set working again in Cherry Gardens 
Court. 

I did not tell Mrs. Twitters her history, or 
the fragment of it that I knew : " a friend from 
the country," with a week's rent paid in ad- 
vance, had been quite suflScient for my land- 
lady, and Rachel Seeley was not one to extract 
much information from. 

" She's nice and quiet," Mrs. Twitters said 
to me, "and don't give a mite of trouble." 
But Mrs. Twitters was as deceitful as the sex, 
speaking misanthropically, for once, when she 
thought I was not at home, I heard her say to 
a neighbour in the court — Mrs. Risbeck, who 
dealt in ladies' and gentlemen's left-off wearing 
apparel, and was always to be met in town 
with a dropsical black bag — " that Mrs. Seeley 
gave her the creeps, * sitting like a himage,' 
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with never a word coming out of her mouth, if 
she could help it." 

All in the first week, this was ; the second, 
I was taken bad with rheumatic fever, and did 
not have much time for observation. It came 
late to me, but it was surely caught by my 
river exploit, the doctor said ; and then I grew 
worse and worse, and did not mind what any- 
body told me, although the general chorus was 
that I was at death's door, and it was opening 
for me nice and wide. I thought it might as 
well open as not, if I could only see Em and 
Em's children first, and ask Em's husband to 
be kind to them always if he would, and for the 
old man's sake as well as theirs. 

I lost count of a week or two presently, for 
when I came to myself I was told poor Em had 
been up to see me, and stayed as long as leave 
of absence had been granted by her husband, 
who was anxious to get her back again as soon 
as she had left him, and that I did not know 
her, but lay and made faces at her finely. Em 
was only reconciled to leaving me again by the 
fact that I was in careful hands, and by the 
promise if any great change for the worse should 
show itself, she was to be telegraphed to on 
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the instant, and this Eachel Seeley promised 
her. 

There was no occasion to telegraph, I got 
better slowly, and thanks to Eachel, whose were 
the " careful hands '' alluded to by Em. Never 
was there such a nurse as she; so kind, and 
gentle, and considerate ; so thoughtless of her- 
self and her own health in her incessant appli- 
cation to me ; so full of grief when I was at 
my worst, they said ; so full of joy when I was 
on the mend, and showing always some rare 
and strange bright looks to those who were 
interested in my coming round. 

It was astonishing how kind everybody had 
been,, too, during my illness. I had had no 
idea there was such a lot of good and thought- 
ful people down Cherry Gardens Court, and 
even in the world outside of it. Putting aside 
Em and Em's husband, who of course wrote up 
that I was to want for nothing, there was Mrs. 
Twitters to make me broths, and Mrs. Eisbeck 
to bring me extra blankets for my bed, and all 
the boys who lived in the court, and were in 
the habit of shouting after me "Old Daddy 
Habbajam," to take their marbles and buttons 
and hopscotch to the end of the thoroughfare, 
yoL. I. u 
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SO that their noise should not rob me of the 
rest I needed ; and there was Eachel Seeley, of 
course, and one whom I had only known a 
week before my illness came upon me. She, 
I have said, was invaluable to me, and every- 
thing that could be wished; and everybody 
said so too, and let me know it. 

" They tell me I should have died without 
you, Rachel," I remarked when I was allowed 
to sit up and look about me; "and I believe 
I should." 

^* Nonsense!" she replied curtly enough. 
"I was sure you would live through it, from 
the first. I told them so." 

" Ah, you have pulled me through." 

" Well, if I have, I am glad," she answered. 

" It's tit for tat like, isn't it ? " said I. 

She had been almost cheerful till I said 
that, and then she looked dull and grave, and 
black at once. To remind her of that December 
night of desperation was always to cast her into 
gloom, although she did not seek to evade the 
subject when it was before her. She only 
looked as if the memory gave her pain, but a 
pain which she was called upon to bear. 

^*No, it is not tit for tat; I can never 
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repay you. Even your illness has been all my 
fault." 

" I don't see that." 

"Yes, you do, only you will not own it; 
and you have been," she added, " so very kind> 
the only friend I have ever had, that if you had 
died, I don't know what would have become 
of me." 

" That's a good one, that is," I replied, 

I did not know what was a good one, but 
I could not think of any response at the 
moment, and I dwelt upon her words all the 
rest of the day, and let them harass me at 
night. It was so strange to be thought any- 
thing of now, save by Em down in Devonshire ; 
it had seemed of so little account, of no account, 
whether I was out of the world or in it ; it was 
eo unlikely that any one would miss me save 
Bill Hump when he came to take his morning's 
spell at pier work, and found I was off night 
duty and never coming back again — that I 
could not get her words out of my head. There 
was so much gratitude in them, and there was 
80 much feeling for me, that I felt glad I had 
not been carted away by the parish, but was 
creeping round to my old self. And when I 
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was quite round, it was satisfactory to see that 
she was pleased, and that I heard her once 
say, " Thank God for it," as if I was something 
she'd been praying for. Fancy any one praying 
for old Habbajam ! I could have died of laugh- 
ing at the idea, if it wasn't for some baby tears 
which seemed to come up in my eyes instead. 

I went back to work, finding night duty the 
hardest job at first for any one in the fever line 
of business, but getting used to it by degrees 
again, and thankful that the company had kept 
the place open for me, considering the reason 
which had first put me on the shelf. 

I don't know that I was ever much happier 
when I had settled down really to business, or 
ever felt that I had more of a home about me. 
Certainly not since my poor wife's death — 
nothing like it. Bachel Seeley made things so 
comfortable, seemed to anticipate my little 
wants so quickly, was always up and doing 
when I came back from duty, and had tea or 
coflfee waiting for me, just as Em's mother 
would have done had she lived to this day. 
Bachel was part of home — all the home I had* 
She had made life worth caring about again; 
I began to think that Cherry Gardens Court 
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would be a blessed dull place without her, for 
she cheered me up without being cheerful her* 
self, save by a flash like, which was gone as 
soon as it had come. I never knew a woman 
more completely friendless than herself; nobody 
seemed to ask for her, to write to her; she 
wrote to nobody, and made nO fresh friends. 
Out of doors, and away from the poor little 
room in the close court in Snowfields, she would 
not stir if she could help it, and she was as 
timid after dark, they said — I never noticed it 
myself — as any child. 

Well, I guess the reader knows what was 
in the wind about this time : that I was falling 
in love with a woman young enough to be my 
daughter, that I was getting on to behave like 
an old fool, which is one of the wors1> of fools, 
for I have tried it myself, and the proverb's as 
accurate as any that I know of. 

And I " out with it," too, after one or two 
nights' calm reflection on the pier, with the 
mop and pail for company, and the lights on 
the river winking at me as much as to say, 
^' Well, you are a rum un, Habbajam " — at least, 
I could fancy they were saying it. 

I told Rachel Seeley that I had got very 
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fond of her, and that I didn't see any particular 
reason against our making a match of it, unless 
it was that she hated old pien very much 
indeed, and me as much as most of them. I 
said we both seemed out of the world rather 
more than anybody else, and that we were both 
very friendless ; that she had nobody to think 
of her, and I had only Em, who was a good 
two hundred miles oflF, and of course thought 
of nothing but her children and her husband, 
except at Christmas, when she sent me two 
rabbits, a bottle of ketchup of her own making, 
and some slices of cold plum-puddiug which 
never agreed with me. I said and thought that 
Rachel and I would be happier together, that 
we understood each other, and that our little 
earnings. in the lump would make us com- 
fortabler with one fire to keep up and one rent 
to pay ; and that if all this had never crossed 
her mind before, perhaps she would let it from 
that time, and imtil she got used to it a bit. 

Bachel listened patiently. I can see her 
now with her hands clasped together, and her 
gaze directed to them steadily and even sternly. 
She did not blush in the least, she was not 
embarrassed ; she was even cold and steely over 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



BROUGHT BACK TO THE WOBLD. 295 

the proposal, as one might be who had been 
offered a situation that was neither worth 
having nor refusing. 

" You think you would be really happy, Mr. 
Habbajam, with me ? " she asked slowly at last. 

" I am sure I should/' 

" That I could make this more like home to 
you?" 

" Decidedly you could," 

"I shouldn't mind for myself — for I don't 
care about myself in any way — and if you 
think it would be better, I don't object at all," 
she said, with too much indifference to make 
me explode into raptures at her consent to my 
proposal. 

*' Exactly. Thank you, Eachel, thank you," 
I stammered forth. 

" My life seems to belong to you, you have 
said very often," she continued sadly, "and 
you may share it with your own, if you care to 
do so^ Nobody has so great a right. And I 
will try to keep you from ever saying * I was 
sorry I asked her.' But " 

Then she stopped, and I thought her face 
looked whiter and harder than I had ever seen 
it till that morning. 
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" But— what ?" I echoed. 

"But you must not worry me with any 
questions of my past — my life before I knew 
you," she went on. " You must be satisfied it 
is past, and that I will not think of it, if it is 
possible. You will rest content with the fact 
that I love no one in it, and hate everybody 
in it, and that I was very bad." 

" No, no ; I'm sure you were not, Rachel." 

" It is only a bad one, David, that comes to 
the river as I did last December. And so you 
give a bad one your name," she went on, ** pray 
understand that — a bad and desperate young 
woman whom God is not likely to forgive." 

"Come, come, not so hard as all that. 
There is forgiveness for everybody who repents, 
you know." 

" I have been told so," she answered moodily. 

" And you have repented ? " 

" Oh ! my God — ^yes," she cried with excite- 
ment at last, " if I could only atone— only live 
back a few years — only forget ! " 

I sat staring at her now; this was an ex- 
hibition of passion very new to me, and yet I 
must have known that she could be very rash 
and desperate — no one more so. There must 
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have been something in my looks to calm her, 
for she became her grave self very quickly after 
cshe had fomid that they were bent upon her 
-sorrowfully and wonderingly enough. 

"But I will make you a good wife," she 
repeated, " although I don't want you to have 
me, unless it is your own free wish — although 
I would rather live on alone, just as we are, if 
you will let me." 

" I have made up my mind, Rachel." 

" Very well, then." 

So it was arranged that we were to be 
married, and that for ever before her life^ — ^the 
life that I had not shared — ^was to hang a 
•curtain which no hand of mine should seek to 
draw aside. The present I was to be content 
with always. I was sure it would content me, 
for I was not a curious man, and I was fond of 
Eachel Seeley. 

We talked about our wedding day presently, 
and it seemed odd that we should fix on the 
«xact day when I had saved her life. I had 
suggested it at first, and she had shivered with 
something like aflfright at it, at first, also. 
Then she thought again, and said — 

" Why not ? It's a day memorable for its 
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horror, and I may date from it presently the- 
life of an honest woman — which you make me^ 
David." 

She put her hands in mine with that look 
of gratitude which she seemed to have for me 
very often, and which had drawn my old heart 
towards her, and the days seemed long in 
coming to December. As the time approached 
more closely, Rachel's face, I noticed, gathered 
more of gloom in it, and this I did not like and 
was aggrieved to see. She was almost like a 
woman afraid at the last, and she would say at 
times, " You are sure — ^you are quite sure, that 
this is as you wish ? " and look as if my change 
of mind would have been almost a reprieve. 
Once I mentioned this, and she answered very 
quickly — 

" It is for your sake, not for my own, David*. 
I should not like to bring unhappiness to you." 

**But for yourself?" 

" I don't belong to myself, you know," waa 
her reply, " and I dread your saying some day^ 
* I wish I had never married her I ' " 

"Is that likely?" 

" I hope not. And if the day comes when 
I shall see upon your kind old face the thought 
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that I am troubling you — why, the trouble shall 
not last four-and-twenty hours." 

" I don't quite understand you, Eachel." 
She did not answer me, and, being almost 
aj&^id of her answer, I did not press her for it. 
I thought I should have no trouble with her ; 
I felt that she would make a good wife to a 
man whom it did not take much to render 
satisfied. I fancied we should jog on easily 
to the end of my days, an odd couple enough, 
but in our quiet way quite satisfied with one 
another. And that is a remarkable way too, 
taking couples as they run, poor things. We 
might be the one pair in a thousand, after all, 
who trotted well in harness together — ah ! who 
knows ? It isn't the swellest lot that makes it 
the easiest running also, I know. It was settled 
that Em and Em's husband were not to be told 
anything of the matter till after the wedding ; 
it was my wish, and Rachel had no objections 
to urge. I had myself to please, no one else — 
and I did not want to upset Em's mind about 
it, or to get a heap of sound and sensible advice 
from Em's husband which would only aggravate 
me. I had but myself to please, and it pleased 
me to get married again. That was the simple 
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position of affairs, with whicli only silly people 
would try to interfere. And they had not time 
to be ridiculous down in Cherry Grardens Court, 
and only said amongst themselves, " So old 
Habbajam is going to marry again! Well, I 
wish him luck." And I thought myself really 
in luck's way to get so quiet and good-looking 
a young woman to have me for her husband, 
and I was going on for sixty, too. 

There was no preparation for the wedding — 
I did not see any signs of even a new dress 
which Eachel might be working at. We were 
not well off enough for display, and we had not 
put any money by ; we did not even intend 
to ask Mrs. Twitters or Mrs. Eisbeck to the 
wedding. It was to be an extremely quiet 
affair, " with the shadow of the river on it," 
Eachel said with a sigh. 

Two things happened a week before the 
day we had fixed upon to be married, and they 
happened so closely one after another, that it 
looked as if it was to be or as if it was not to 
be, according to one's way of looking at it. 

I woke up one afternoon earlier than usual 
after my day's " pitch " — that is, my sleep after 
duty on the pier — and went downstairs to chat 
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with Eachel for a little while over her work. 
Mrs. Twitters was not at home, and Eachel 
was not at work, for I did not hear the click- 
click of the sewing machine as I approached 
the room. I pushed open the door, and said in 
my usual tone, " May I come in ? " but Eachel 
did not answer. I went in without invitation, 
thinking the room was quite deserted; but 
there was Eachel sitting at the table, looking at 
a small photograph on glass, with a cheap gilt 
frame round it. Her hands were supporting 
her head, and her elbows were planted firmly 
on the table, and oh ! the look of misery upon 
her face. I had never seen her look like that 
before. 

" Why, Eachel, whose portrait have you got 
there ? " I asked. 

She sprang up with a half scream, and 
thrust the photograph in her side-pocket very 
hastily, standing to do so, and trembling very 
much. She opened her mouth to answer me, 
but no words came from it. 

" Why, I have quite scared you, child," I 
said; "you must not get so nervous as all 
this." 

" I am more mad than nervous," she replied. 
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" I have been mad, oh ! these last two years, 
David." 

" Tut, nonsense ! What's the picture 
about?" 

" About the past," she answered, very sharply 
now, and with a look which reminded me of the 
promise I had made. 

"Ah! yes, yes, I had forgotten. Your 
pardon, Rachel ; I won't ask any more ques- 
tions. I can guess whose portrait it is, and 
that's enough for me." 

"You!" 

" But I don't want to see the villain. I am 
only sorry to find you are thinking of him still." 

" You are mistaken," was the slow response ; 
" very much mistaken." 

" Well, I hope I am." 

I tried to think I might be, but it was not 
a pleasant matter for reflection, so late in the 
day as it was of our engagement, and so close 
upon the time that she would call me husband, 
I did not get over it very readily, I had not 
got over my dull looks, my absent answers to 
her, when Em's husband, whom I had not 
expected to see in London for a long while, 
came that very afternoon into the house almost 
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like a ghost, and startled me with his loud, 
hearty greeting. 

And like a ghost, Rachel Seeley regarded 
him — like a ghost risen from the dead, John 
Orayson stared at her with an amazement he 
could not disguise, and stammered out at last 
her Christian name, 

" Rachel — you ! " he said. 

I looked from one to the other, fearing the 
truth, trying to make out what the truth of 
it all was, and praying it was not as I thought. 
I sat there like a spectator at a play, and with 
these two raving in it, like the actors. 

" Yes, it's Rachel," she said at last. " Are 
2/ou very much surprised to see me ? " 

" I am, indeed." 

"You have not come in haste to find me, 
then," she added scornfully. 

"I did not know you were here," he 
answered ; " I did not think you were alive," 

" Did not your doll of a wife tell you her 
father's nurse was Rachel Seeley ! " 

"No," he answered; "she had forgotten 
your name when she came home." 

" It was convenient to forget, it was as well 
to forget," she answered. 
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I had never seen Em's husband so utterly 
astonished, so completely thrown out of time 
and tune. He stood with his soft felt hat 
crushed between his strong brown hands, which 
were shaking very much, and there were big 
tears in his eyes despite his efforts to keep firm. 

" I did not know you were alive," he said 
again in a hoarse voice, as if it were the one 
poor excuse which he could offer her, 

" Oh ! I tried hard to get out of the world, but 
this old man would not let me," she replied ; '^ I 
did my best to die, God knows, and end it — all." 

"What does this mean?" I ventured to 
inquire ; and Em's husband shook his head and 
said — 

" Best not ask." 

" I have a right to ask." 

" I will tell you when she's gone," he replied. 

" She is not going away," I explained. 
"Her home is in this house; she will be my 
wife before the week is over." 

" She ! your wife ? " gasped forth Em's 
husband, fairly bewildered. 

" Why not ? " answered Rachel Seeley for 
herself. 

"Because — ^but," he added quickly, "you 
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must have guessed that I was his daughter s 
hushand. I remembered Em said you asked 
her many questions." 

*'I asked if you were once gamekeeper at 
Hetton Court in Dorsetshire," Rachel replied, 
*^ and she said yes. I knew then you were the 
same man who led me wrong." 

" Grod forgive me ! " he murmured, " how 
one's sin comes round again! I was sorry, 
Rachel — Grod knows, I have been always very 
sorry. Had you stopped at Hetton, I would 
have made amends." 

" Stopped to become the jeer of the place, 
and to trust in you I " she answered bitterly. 

"I can't ask you to believe me," he said, 
^' and I can't bring back the past, Rachel." 

" I thought I might," she said. Then turn- 
ing to me suddenly, she added, " David, though 
I would have been to you a faithful friend, 
still, I had hoped to be to him ever a reproach^ 
ever a trouble that he should be afraid I would 
bring upon his wife, by telling of his treachery, 
of his love for me, as he called it, before he 
married her. I should have told her some 
day what a villain he had been, and what he 
had made of me." 
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" You went away ; I never heard from you 
again," said John. 

" I should have been easy to find, had you 
wanted to find me," was her stern reproach. 
" But there, there ! I am in the way. You 
have business with your father-in-law, and 1 do 
not want to interfere with it." 

" But, Rachel " I began. 

She came to me slowly, with both hands 
extended. 

" But you will forgive me, I know, because 
you have always thought so well of me ; because 
your liking for me would have made of me your 
wife, and I might have settled down, and done 
no harm to him or his. I don't quite know," 
she added, " for I am very strange at times. 
Good-bye." 

" No — no — not good-bye ! I am too old and 
lonely ; it has gone too far now. Oh ! don't 
leave me," I implored. 

" I think, David, that perhaps Heaven sent 
this man here so that I should not commit the 
wrong of marrying you, and wrong it would 
have been. For," she continued, "I was not 
worthy to be your wife. You are a good man." 

"You have atoned for the past by " I 
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began, when she stopped me with a wild ery^ 
which blanched the face of both listeners. 

" I have made no atonement," she shrieked 
forth. " I am the veriest wretch, and the crudest 
of women. There is your child, John Grayson," 
she said, drawing from her pocket the photo- 
graph which I had seen her with earlier that 
day ; " you have not asked after it yet — ^you 
have never thought of it till now, perhaps. 
Look at it!" 

She thrust it into his hands, and he took it 
and stared at it dreamily. 

" What has become " 

" It died when it was three years old ; it 
was starying with its mother, and I killed it." 

" My Grod ! " exclaimed the man. 

" I drowned it in the river. That was the 
scream you heard, David — ^not mine. I was 
quite prepared and calm. I thought we were 
better out of this world, and would go together 
to the next. Your fault, John G-rayson, as 
well as mine, that I took a little life away; 
your fault," turning now to me, " that I came 
back to my awful self, a murderess." 

" Horrible ! " I whispered. 

" Yes, I am a horrible woman ; but I was 
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good before I knew Aim," she said. " Now, 
whieli of you two will tell the police to follow, 
and help to hang me ? I don't care which it 
is. One of you I hope it will be." 

She moved towards the street, but no one 
followed her. She had struck both of us to 
«tone. As she passed John, she took the 
portrait from his nerveless hands, and, with 
that clutched to the bosom of her dress, went 
out into Cherry Gardens Court, and on beyond 
into the broader thoroughfare, like a woman 
walking in her sleep. 

I never saw Rachel Seeley again. 
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